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Out of the Cage: When your mate can just fly away, you 
need to give him a reason to stay. 


Gustav Hermance is finally putting his life back together. 
He’s landed a job as a foreman for a construction company, 
he hasn’t suffered a panic attack in months, and he’s found 
an apartment of his own. Gus’s hard-earned independence 
has helped him put the experiments the scientists 
conducted on him behind him. It brings quiet nights, poker 
evenings with buddies, and learning to be comfortable with 
his mated friend’s displays of affection. Everything is going 
well, until he scents something so wonderful, he becomes 
obsessed with it. Gus thinks he’s found his mate, but the 
guy’s scent fades too quickly for him to locate the source. 
With the help of his buddies, he starts a search of Stone 
Ridge that quickly expands to include the forests around 
them. What he finds is Tible, a creature he never knew 
existed. Can he convince the sexy male that their 
differences don’t have to tear them apart? 
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Gustav’s Gargoyle Adventures 

Wolves of Stone Ridge: Book Fourteen 
By 

Charlie Richards 


To JT - For your entertaining comments and willingness to 
let me pick your brain about...well, stuff. 


Chapter One 
Spring 


“Congratulations, Gus,” Declan said, slapping him on the 
back. 


Gustav Hermance—Gus to his friends—smiled. The forceful 
contact on his back barely moved him. His thickly muscled 
six-foot-six frame easily absorbed the other man’s hit. He 
knew the large wolf shifter didn’t mean to hurt him, but if 
Gus had been smaller, like many of the Irish alpha’s wolf 
shifters, he’d have been propelled forward several steps. 


“Thank you, Alpha,” he responded. It was refreshing to see 
the interest Declan took in the lives of the shifters under 
his care. Gus’s old alpha, if he’d even noticed his absence, 
hadn’t made the effort to find him. It was probably because 
Gus was openly gay in his rhino herd, but he was so large, 
even for a rhino, no one dared challenge him. Maybe 
Landon worried that due to Gus’s size, he’d try to take over 
the herd. Gus snorted mentally at that idea. As if he wanted 
anything to do with leading. 


“When do ye start work?” 


Declan’s accented voice cut into Gus’s thoughts, and he 
realized he’d been drifting. He did that a lot. It made it 
tough to carry on a conversation, making him look socially 
awkward and rude. Maybe he was. 


Forcing himself to focus, he replied, “This coming Monday. 
It gives me time to find an apartment and get settled.” 


Declan nodded. “We’ll miss ye around here,” he said. “Let 
me know if ye need help movin’. I’ll round up a few wolves 
to help ye.” 


“Thank you, Alpha. I’ll need to buy furniture once I find a 
place. If they don’t deliver, I’ll let you know.” 


“If ye’re not picky, some of me pack members who have 
recently mated may have some extra things,” Declan said. 
“T could ask around.” 


His brows rose. It still astounded Gus that the wolf shifter 
alpha was so open about letting others into his territory. Of 
course, the man had over fifty wolves at his disposal. So, if 
any of the larger shifters, like himself or the elephant 
shifter, Gordon, got out of hand, he’d just round up a couple 
dozen pack members to subdue them. 


He smiled at the memory of playing in the waterfall with 
the elephant and the man’s Bengal tiger mate. Now that 
they’d hit spring, it wouldn’t be long before the river and 
waterfall thawed and they’d be able to do that again. His 
rhino gave a mental grunt of excitement, liking the idea of 
more play time. Winter had been hard for his animal. Too 
cold, too wet, too much snow. It was an adjustment. 


“Gus?” 


“Huh?” He snapped his gaze back to Declan and saw the 
big African American smiling slightly. It wasn’t a mocking 
look, but one of understanding. Declan knew how his mind 
could wander if he didn’t focus on something. 


“Are ye open to used furniture?” Declan asked again, this 
time holding Gus’s gaze so his mind didn’t wander. 


He smiled and nodded. “I’d like that. Thank you.” Then his 
smile split into a grin as a thought occurred to him. “Except 
mattresses. I’m gonna get a new one of those,” he said with 
a chuckle. 


Declan laughed back. “Now, that, I understand.” He headed 
out of the dining room, pausing in the hallway to say over 
his shoulder, “PU let ye know what I find out.” 


Gus nodded. “I’m going to Stone Ridge to look at some 
apartments. Do you or Lark need anything from town?” he 
asked, referring to Declan’s sweet human mate. 


Shaking his head, Declan replied, “Nay, we’re good.” 


The man disappeared down the hall and Gus headed out of 
the house. He climbed into the large Dodge diesel that 
Grady had loaned him. Running his hands over the 
dashboard, he wondered if his own truck still waited in his 
garage back on herd lands, or had Landon sold it? 
Scientists kidnapped him over a year ago, then he’d been 
rescued last fall. How long would it take his old alpha to 
clear out all trace of him? He really should have looked into 
that first thing, but it had taken him months to get over the 
odd drugs the scientists had pumped into him. The thought 
of how the humans had figured out how to counter a 
shifter’s normally swift metabolism still made him cringe. 
He felt terrible for the shifters taken before him. 


Shaking off his thoughts before they sent him into a panic 
attack—another side affect of his time with the scientists— 
Gus started the truck. He drove slowly down the rutted 
road, steering around the worst of the dips. He needed to 
remember to take a rake to the driveway before moving 
away. It was the least he could do after everything Declan 
and Lark had done for him. 


Gus drove through town and stopped at the diner. He 
ordered a club sandwich and fries with an unsweetened 
iced tea, then spread the paper he’d picked up off the rack 
near the front door across the table. Gus perused the 
apartment listings and made a few calls. 


As he sat eating his food, he thought about how his life had 
changed in the last year. He didn’t know how he’d ever 
repay Declan and Lark, but they kept telling him that 
shifters should look after their own, regardless of breed. It 
was such a different notion than what he was used to, he 
still couldn’t seem to wrap his mind around it. His herd 
hadn’t been that closely knit. They answered to the alpha, 
beta, and enforcers if a problem arose, but other than that, 
they mostly stayed out of each other’s way. 


A beep caught his attention, drawing Gus out of his 
thoughts. He was glad he’d remembered to set the alarm 
on his watch, otherwise he’d have sat there all afternoon 
alternating between being lost in thought and reading the 
paper. As it was, he needed to head to the address of a one- 
bedroom apartment he wanted to see. 


Gus found the place with little difficulty. The apartment was 
clean, in decent repair, and within his price range. “I’ll be 
able to let you know tomorrow if I want it,” he told the 
woman showing him the property. “I have one more to look 
at,” he admitted. 


She smiled, actually looking a little relieved. From the 
unease he could scent off her, he probably made her 
uncomfortable. He knew his size could cause that, but 
there wasn’t a whole lot he could do about it. He was a 
rhino shifter—a white rhino, so he was pretty damn big. He 
couldn’t change the way things were. 


“Of course,” the woman said. “You have my number. Just let 
me know within forty-eight hours, please. I can’t hold it any 
longer than that if someone else comes to look and wants 
it,” she explained. 


Nodding, he followed her down the stairs on the outside of 
the building. That was the one drawback to the place, 


besides lack of cupboard space, which he supposed he 
didn’t really need. The apartment was located above the 
garage of this woman’s aging mother. He would have to 
decide if he needed more privacy. 


The second place, a tiny studio apartment tucked off to the 
side of a larger home, was in poor repair, but the rent was 
dirt-cheap. A separate driveway branched off from the main 
one, leading deep into the trees to the dilapidated building. 
The man showing him the place, Robert, introduced himself 
and explained it was a mother-in-law apartment. Right. Gus 
would want to keep his mother-in-law out of his home, too. 


The newspaper ad had mentioned if the tenant fixed things 
up, the owner would deduct the cost of repairs from the 
already low rent. Since Gus had just landed a job ata 
construction company, he figured it wouldn’t be a big deal 
to fix things. He’d just have to make certain his rent 
wouldn’t go up because the place was nicer. Plus, the 
privacy was nice, he decided, staring at the pines 
surrounding the place. Gus could barely make out the main 
house through them. 


“It would be a contract for one year,” Robert told him, “and 
if you show me receipts for supplies and let me check out 
the place to see that you used them, I’ll deduct the cost 
from the next month’s rent.” 


Gus nodded, verifying the wording in the contract. “It’ll 
take some work,” he admitted, looking around the room 
again. Just about everything needed to be repainted, which 
meant hours of taping, tedious baseboard work, and 
sanding in many places before even starting the walls. 
“How’s the plumbing and water pressure? And the 
electrical?” 


Gus in no way wanted to deal with electrical problems, and 
having the place rewired would be more than he could 
afford. Plus, as a rhino shifter, he’d want good water 
pressure. He liked water. He wondered if there was a gym 
around here. Being able to swim regularly would be worth 
the price of admission. 


“The electrical is fine,” Robert reassured. “The water 
pressure is a little weak,” he added, “but the place does 
have a brand new sixty gallon water heater, so you’ll never 
run out.” 


Gus knew his eyes lit up at that. He loved long showers. 
The shower was the perfect place to stroke off to images of 
men he found on the internet. The soap and water made it 
so his erection slid easily through his fist, and—. He cut off 
those thoughts when he felt his cock twitch in his jeans. 
Now was not the time. 


Letting out a slow breath to get his suddenly racing pulse 
under control, Gus smiled at Robert. The man was pretty 
good looking with dirty blond hair and brownish gold eyes. 
Maybe he could star in one of Gus’s... 


“Can I take the paperwork with me to fill it out?” Gus 
asked, focusing once more on what he was doing. He had to 
get out of here. He wanted to be alone to meditate and get 
himself back under control. 


“Of course,” Robert replied and handed him the papers. 
“So you want it, then?” 


Gus nodded. “Yeah, I’ll take it. Once I give you the 
references, how long will it be before I can move in?” With 
it being Wednesday, he hoped his soon-to-be landlord would 
allow him to move in that weekend. That way, he could take 
care of everything by the time he started work on Monday. 


“If you return the paperwork tomorrow and your 
references check out, you should be able to move in on 
Saturday,” he told him. 


“That’d be great,” Gus replied, relieved. He offered his 
hand. “I’ll see you tomorrow.” 


Robert nodded and took his hand. “Tomorrow, then.” 


Making certain to control his strength, Gus gave the other 
man’s hand a squeeze before letting go. “Thanks again,” he 
said before turning away. A glance over his shoulder almost 
had him tripping when he realized Robert was checking out 
his ass. Apparently aware Gus had seen him, Robert spun 
and strode through the trees. 


Climbing into the truck, Gus chuckled. He had no real 
desire to hook up with his landlord, which would just lead 
to all kinds of problems, but it felt nice for someone to look 
at him just the same. He headed back to Declan’s, feeling 
proud to have finally started getting his life on track. It had 
been a long time in coming. Now, he just had one more 
thing to do today. 


Shutting himself in his room after supper, Gus gripped his 
cell phone tightly and lifted it to his ear. He’d spent an hour 
doing yoga to calm himself enough to place the call toa 
friend in his old herd. As he listened to the rings, Gus 
wondered if Cornelius would even remember him or believe 
him when he said his name. They’d grown up together, 
learned the nuances of shifting together, and even 
discovered their desire for boys instead of girls together. 
Surely, Cornelius would recognize— 


“Hello?” 


The wary greeting yanked Gus back to his task. By the 
gods, he needed to learn to focus, but Gus knew if he 


hadn’t figured it out by the age of sixty-two, it probably 
wouldn’t happen. 


“Hello?” 


When Cornelius’s voice came again, this time with a hint of 
irritation, Gus muttered, “Shit,” then swallowed hard, 
trying to get moisture to his suddenly dry throat. “Hi, 
Cornelius.” He took a deep breath, then started to say, 
“This is—” 


Cornelius’s gasp interrupted him. “Gus? Holy fuck, is that 
you?” 


“Yeah, it’s me,” he whispered, getting choked up at the 
concern radiating through the wire from his friend.” 


“Hot damn! Everyone thinks you’re dead, Gus!” Suddenly, 
Cornelius’s tone turned angry. “Where the hell have you 
been, man? You just up and leave? No word? Nothing?” 


“I didn’t do it on purpose,” Gus said softly. “I was—I was—” 
Even after months of therapy, it was still hard to talk about. 
“I was out swimming and got kidnapped by humans. They— 
they did things to me. I was rescued by some other shifters 
six months ago and it’s taken me a while to—to—” he 
managed to say before his voice gave out. His body 
shuddered, and he tried to block the memories of the 
experiments, the pain, the cuts, and the torture. Gus put 
his head between his knees and breathed slowly, struggling 
to control his racing pulse. 


“Oh, darling, I’m so sorry.” Cornelius’s voice came through 
the tiny speaker of the phone still clutched in his hand now 
held near his knees. “Just breathe. I didn’t mean to yell. 
Tell me where you are. IlI find a way to come to you. I'll 
bring your truck. I know you love your truck—and your 
favorite hammer.” 


That had Gus chuckling, which he knew was exactly what 
his friend had intended. The hammer in question was a 
small, sixteen-ounce Claw Hammer with a pink rubber grip. 
He’d received it as a gag gift for his birthday the year he 
came out. 


“T’d like that,” he replied. 


A sense of relief and calm seeped through Gus as he and 
his old friend made plans to bring the remainder of his 
belongings to him. 


Chapter Two 
October 
“Hey, Gus. You in, man?” 


A piece of popcorn flew through the air and smacked Gus 
on the head, jerking him out of his thoughts. Gus glanced 
around the table and realized it was his turn. He looked at 
the flop, then at his two cards. Three queens, a nine, and a 
jack. “What’s the bet at?” 


“Three,” Cliff McDougal replied, clearly amused. 
Nodding, Gus met the bet and raised it five. 


Rainy groaned and tossed in his hand. “Fold,” he muttered. 
The wolf pack accountant cocked his head and eyed Gus. 
“Where’s yer mind at anyway? Ye’ve been distracted all 
night.” Rainy grinned. “Well, more distracted.” 


The other men seated at the table either nodded, chuckled, 
or gave Gus a concerned look. 


Gus looked around at the nine men filling the room. They 
were all shifters, or mates of shifters. Travis, a human zoo 
vet mated to Rainy, and who also helped when a shifter was 
injured, reached across the table and touched Gus’s hand. 
“Is there something wrong? If we can help, you know we 
will.” 


“Is someone hassling you?” Grady Stryker practically 
growled the question. Of course, the detective would 
assume the worst. 


Everyone else folded, so Gus tossed down his queens and 
pulled in the pot. He guessed he should have been paying a 
bit more attention so he could have slow played the hand. 


He’d inadvertently pushed everyone out of the pot. Oh, 
well. 


“I started a new project at work this week,” he said, 
frowning as he stacked his chips. “There’s a scent I can’t 
seem to confirm the source of.” He didn’t really want to tell 
them that every time he caught a whiff of the aroma his 
dick hardened and his rhino roared. Just thinking about the 
smell had his cock plumping in his jeans. Gus shifted, 
trying to relieve the sudden pressure. 


Every shifter’s nose twitched and they all exchanged looks. 
Gus blushed, but no one said anything—except for Grady, of 
course. The big Bengal tiger shifter leaned back in his chair 
and frowned. “Are you scenting your mate?” 


Well, damn. That was a possibility. That hadn’t even 
occurred to him! “Maybe,” he murmured, thinking how 
every morning the scent seemed to float around the church 
he was restoring. He couldn’t figure out where it came 
from or where it went, and he’d sure tried on more than 
one occasion, but he wasn’t much of a tracker. “That would 
mean he lurks on my jobsite at night.” He grimaced. 
“Damn, I hope it’s not some trouble-making teen, but I 
haven’t noticed any supplies missing or equipment 
tampered with.” 


“It could just be someone who likes to take night walks,” 
Todd Abernathy stated from where he sat on the lap of his 
mate, Detective Sullivan. 


“Night walks?” Gus frowned dubiously. “Maybe.” 


“A vampire?” Casey queried, turning to his vampire mate, 
Caspian, obviously looking for input. 


Caspian gave the small bunny shifter an indulgent look and 
shook his head. “Baby, that’s stereotyping. I thought we 


were past that. Vampires are not restricted to the night, 
remember?” 


Casey’s albino skin flushed pink. “I didn’t mean it like 
that,” he muttered, hunching his shoulders. 


The vampire grabbed his mate and hauled the small man 
onto his lap. He pressed a kiss to Casey’s temple and 
purred, “I’m sorry. What did you mean, love?” 


“Todd thought it might be a human, but Gus has been in 
Stone Ridge for almost a year. It stands to reason that he’d 
have met just about everyone, and if he couldn’t place their 
name, he’d at least recognize the scent of most of the 
humans in the area, since he works in lots of different 
places,” Casey stated. “I was just trying to offer a different 
possibility. I was wondering if there were any vampires in 
the area.” 


Gus and several of the wolves nodded, understanding that 
logic. 


Caspian appeared contrite as he apologized and kissed 
Casey deeply. 


Gus felt warmth seep through him, but since his dick was 
again flaccid, he realized he was uncomfortable by the 
display, not turned on. Until he’d started joining the guys 
for poker a couple times a month, Gus had never seen such 
open displays. He knew Declan was mated to Lark, and 
he’d lived with them for months, but for the most part, he’d 
stayed in his room. Even when he was out running with 
Grady and Gordon, they’d mostly been in animal form, 
which wasn’t really conducive to making out. 


“Gus,” Lyle called, making him jump. 


“Yeah?” 


The monitor lizard shifter grinned. “Let’s all go to the 
construction site.” 


Gus frowned and looked out the window. “But it’s already 
dark. We probably missed him.” 


“Ye don’t know that,” Rainy countered. “He could hike late, 
or he could hike at six AM.” 


Cliff snorted. “Ye want to stake the place out all night 
long?” 


“Why not?” Rainy frowned at his brother. “This is obviously 
important to Gus.” 


The older wolf grimaced and glanced around the table. 


Gus followed his gaze, surprised at all the nods and 
expectant looks. Everyone seemed so supportive, wanting 
to help Gus solve his little mystery. 


“I have a cub on the way,” Cliff finally said with a sigh. 
“Lisa would have me hide if I stayed out all night.” He 
turned to Gus and smiled. “It’s a grand idea. Take them up 
on the offer.” 


Gus looked over the men again, all grinning at him. This 
seemed really important to them, and it certainly plagued 
his mind, frustrating him to no end. He smiled and nodded. 
“Thanks, guys,” he said softly. 


Standing, he towered over the others. Some of the wolves 
stood close at six-two and Grady stood six-three, but that 
was still several inches shorter than Gus’s massive frame. 
He looked more like a body builder than a construction 
worker, and it made garnering respect among the guys on 
the job easy. He wondered if that would change once they 
found out he was gay. 


As he followed the others out of the house, he hoped his 
mate didn’t turn out to be a woman, or like a number of the 
men who’d come on to him recently. For some reason, little 
twinky humans seemed to think he was a Dom, and 
although he didn’t have a problem with those who enjoyed 
that kind of relationship, it wasn’t for him. He wanted to 
hold and care for his mate, cuddle and kiss and just touch, 
and he wanted the same in return. Gus didn’t want a 
submissive—he wanted an equal. 


“Gus, you riding with us?” 


He shook his head. “No, thanks.” Gus smiled, motioning to 
his truck. Climbing into the vehicle, he couldn’t contain his 
pleased sigh. Damn, he was happy to have the vehicle back. 
He was even happier with his rekindled friendship with 
Cornelius. Declan had met with the much smaller rhino and 
offered him sanctuary. Gus couldn’t believe the shit his 
friend had to put up with since Gus was no longer around 
to protect him. Now, Cornelius was back home preparing 
for his move to Stone Ridge—otherwise, his friend would 
have been there playing poker with them. 


The honking of a horn brought him out of his thoughts and 
he put his vehicle in gear and followed his friends toward 
Stone Ridge. On the outskirts of town, he honked once and 
everyone pulled over. He drove his truck past them, then 
headed toward the north side where several mines used to 
be. 


He slowed and rolled to a stop, then shut off his engine. 
Getting out of the truck, he listened to the others park 
behind him and stared at the two-story, dilapidated church. 
Scaffolding was constructed against the west side of the 
structure, since their first task was to shore up the bell- 
tower. The old building was impressive and Gus often found 
his mind wandering to its history. 


His buddies joined him, and Grady warned, “This is part of 
the National Forest, so be quiet. We’re really not supposed 
to be here this late at night.” 


“Well, couldn’t ye say ye heard there were possible vandals 
at the site?” Rainy asked. 


Lyle snorted. “And what are you? The vandals?” 
The guys laughed, shoving and jostling each other playfully. 


As they walked through the small parking lot, movement on 
the roof caught Gus’s attention. “Did you see that?” 


All the men stopped and stared where he pointed. “Is 
someone up there?” Todd whispered, slipping closer to 
Lyle, who quickly wrapped his arm around his small wolf 
shifter mate. 


“It does look that way,” Travis commented. “But why would 
someone be up there?” 


“To actually vandalize something,” Grady snarled, striding 
forward. 


Caspian stepped forward. “Let’s not be too hasty,” he 
suggested, holding up a hand. His gaze shifted toward the 
roof and his eyes narrowed as he scanned the top of the 
church’s bell tower. “I don’t think that’s a human bent on 
vandalism,” he murmured. 


“Why do you say that?” Gus asked, following his gaze. 


“Because I don’t think it’s a human up there at all,” the 
vampire answered softly. 


“Then, what’s up there?” Casey asked from where he was 
tucked up close to Caspian’s side. 


“How do ye know that?” Rainy asked curiously. 


“If you’d all shift, you’d see what I see,” Caspian stated 
mildly. 


“What’s that?” Gus asked, because even if he did shift, he 
still wouldn’t see what must have caught Caspian’s notice. 
Rhino’s were not known for their eyesight. Size, yes. 
Eyesight, no. 


Caspian met Gus’s gaze and grinned. “He has wings.” 


Gus wasn’t the only one who let out a startled gasp, then 
several men started stripping. 


Less than two minutes later, a massive tiger, and a pair of 
wolves slipped into the night. 


“They won’t hurt him, will they?” Gus asked worriedly. 


Lyle frowned and glared at the darkness where his mate 
had disappeared. “No, and if that creature up there harms 
so much as one hair on my mate’s head, I will kill it,” he 
snapped. 


Rage slammed through his veins at the man’s words. It 
took a lot to anger Gus, but a threat to his possible mate 
definitely did it. He reached out, grabbed Lyle’s t-shirt, and 
hauled the smaller shifter in close. “That could be my mate 
you’re talking about,” he snarled. 


“Easy, now, Gus,” Gordon soothed softly, laying his hands 
over Gus’s. “He didn’t mean anything by it. He’s just 
concerned about his mate running into a possibly 
dangerous situation.” 


Gus’s jaw tightened and he struggled to slow his breathing. 
He shivered, not liking how it felt to be so upset, and 
allowed the elephant shifter to peel his big hands off the 
other man. His shoulders slumped. “Sorry,” he muttered. 


“Ah, shit,” Lyle responded. “No, that was a damn stupid 
thing for me to say.” He slapped Gus on the shoulder. “I’m 
the one who put my foot in my mouth. I’m sorry.” 


“Touching,” Travis teased, “but you really need to see this, 
Gus.” 


“What?” Gus turned his head and followed Travis’s line of 
site. “Oh, my god.” 


Grady, in tiger form, crept across the gable toward the 
tower. One wolf flanked him, and Gus assumed the other 
shifter had become human again to open the doors. A head 
and torso appeared over the railing of the belfry. Gus 
couldn’t make out features, but from the gasps of a couple 
of the others, they could. Seconds later, the creature 
disappeared and a figure appeared on the other side of the 
structure. 


Gus almost swallowed his tongue when the masculine form 
leaped from the railing. He’d only taken one step, when 
massive wings unfurled, obscuring the guy’s figure and 
blocking the pinpricks of starlight. The wings flapped and 
the creature soared through the night sky. It was the most 
magnificent sight Gus had ever seen. Then the male 
disappeared, and Gus’s heart sank. Fear sliced through 
him. That could have been his mate, and now he was gone. 


“Well, well,” Caspian mumbled. “I haven’t seen one of those 
in a long, long time.” 


Gus turned, hope filling him. “What is he?” 
“A gargoyle.” 


x OK OK OK 


Tible stared over his shoulder, relieved that the shifters 
were earthbound. He soared away from the strange men 


and wondered how they’d known he was there. He had 
chosen the spot because it was remote, but still close 
enough to civilization that he could spy on humans at night. 
Tible just wanted information about his kind, and now 
shifters had discovered him. 


He’d never heard of a tiger working with wolves before, 
and it seemed really odd to him. According to his foster 
parents, shifters always remained with their own kind, 
interacting only when necessary. It was why his parents 
chose to live alone in the forest, without pack or flock. A 
mating between a raven shifter and a coyote shifter 
wouldn’t have been accepted. 


Now, he’d have to find a new place to roost during the day. 
Tible just wondered why something inside him wanted to 
turn around and follow that huge man. He just smelled so 
nice. 


Chapter Three 


Gus moaned. It had been three days since he’d watched the 
gargoyle fly away, and every morning he’d awakened with a 
boner that wouldn’t quit. He stared at the ceiling fora 
moment before grabbing the towel he’d left by his bed last 
night and rolling over on top of it. 


The soft fabric against his sensitive shaft made him groan. 
He thrust his hips, rutting slowly, maximizing each 
movement. Grunting, he fisted his hands in the sheets. Pre- 
cum oozed from his dick and his breathing grew labored. 
He knew it wouldn’t be long. It never was. 


Feeling his balls pull tight, Gus sped up his movements. He 
squeezed his eyes shut as he thought of the gargoyle’s 
scent—earthy, gritty, and wonderfully musky. Gods, it was a 
fantastic smell. Gus wanted to roll in the gargoyle’s scent, 
revel in it. 


Gus’s orgasm rolled through him at that notion. His cock 
pulsed as he pumped streams of cum into the soft fabric of 
the towel under him. Sweat dripped down his temples, and 
he rested his head on the sheet as he let the heady 
endorphins pinging through his system relax him. 


After several minutes, he rolled back over, grabbed the 
towel, and used a dry corner to wipe himself up. Gus let out 
a frustrated huff. The gargoyle hadn’t been back to roost at 
the church. That’s what Caspian had called it. Roosting. A 
gargoyle would find a safe place to hide during the day 
because they turned to stone. Technically, Gus’s mate was 
only alive half the day. The vampire hadn’t been able to tell 
him much more than that, since he’d never heard of a 
gargoyle leaving his clutch and roosting by himself. 
Fortunately, Caspian said he had a friend who might be 


able to help, and he’d sent off a message to a guy named 
Seb. 


Loud banging on his door interrupted his thoughts. Gus 
rolled off the bed and padded toward the front. He yanked 
it open and found Lyle on the other side. The detective 
blushed and turned away. “Dude, get dressed. I think we 
got a lead on your mate.” 


Gus glanced down, the fact dawning on him that he was 
still naked. He grunted and waved the man inside. “Sorry. 
Was just about to get in the shower,” he said. Shifters 
weren’t known for their modesty, but since Lyle didn’t start 
out as a shifter, Gus knew he still struggled with it. 


He crossed his studio space and grabbed a pair of jeans. 

Pausing, he looked over his shoulder and smirked when he 
noticed Lyle staring intently out the front window. “Guess I 
should invest in a peep hole,” he said, pulling on his jeans. 


“Yeah, you wouldn’t want to greet your land lord that way,” 
Lyle replied mildly. 


Gus cocked his head. “No, he’d probably like it. I’ve seen 
Robert ogling my ass a few times, but I’m so big, he’s 
probably worried I’ll deck him if he makes a move.” The 
man was good looking enough, but Gus had no desire to 
complicate things by dating his landlord, and now that he 
was fairly certain he’d found his mate, Gus was glad he 
hadn’t. 


After pulling on his socks and boots, Gus looked 
expectantly at Lyle. “What do you know about my mate?” 


Lyle finally turned back to him, color still flushing his 
cheeks a dull red. “Well, the precinct got a call the last two 
nights from Victoria Prior. She claims to have seen a demon 
flying over the trees. Now, she’s in town trying to raise a 


damn posse to go hunting in the woods after dark.” Lyle 
shook his head and rolled his eyes. “The woman’s a few 
cards short of a full deck,” he grumbled. “Anyway, there are 
a few old buildings out in those woods left over from 
mining and squatters. We should check them out to see if 
your gargoyle is hiding in one of them. If Victoria manages 
to get a few people together, we need to make certain 
there’s nothing to find.” 


Gus nodded. “Right. Let me call into work, and we can go.” 
Lyle lifted a hand and nodded. From the way the other man 
shifted from foot to foot, Gus knew that Lyle was in kind of 
a hurry. Gus wanted to go, too, but he knew slow and 
steady won the race. He dialed his boss’s number and 
greeted the man when he answered. “Hi, Chuck. This is 
Gustav.” 


“Oh, it’s a bit early to be on site,” Chuck commented. 
“Everything okay there, Gustav?” 


“Well, I got a family problem that’s come up, and I need a 
day to take care of a few things.” 


Gus could hear the question in Chuck’s tone. “Didn’t know 
you had family around here. Do you need me to check in on 
your site?” 


“No, Sir. Just wanted to let you know I wouldn’t be in. Carl 
shouldn’t have any trouble running the show today. We’re 
just finishing the last of the stonework on the bell tower. 
We’ll move on to the south wall tomorrow.” 


“Good, good. Well, keep me posted if there’s anything else 
you need,” Chuck said. 


“Thank you, Sir,” Gus stated. He hung up the phone and 
slipped it into his pocket. “Ready,” he said, heading toward 
Lyle. 


Lyle gave him a look Gus couldn’t decipher. He paused 
beside the detective’s car. “IlU follow you in my truck.” 


“What? Why?” Lyle asked, one foot already in his vehicle. 


Gus took another look at the Corolla and shook his head. 
“First off, because that won’t be very comfortable for me, 
and second, if we need to move him, we’ll need something 
other than your trunk,” he pointed out. 


Grinning, Lyle slammed his door and strode toward Gus’s 
old truck. “And for third,” Lyle quipped, climbing into the 
passenger seat after Gus unlocked the vehicle, “There are a 
few dirt roads we may be bouncing down. Better to use this 
rather than mess up my suspension.” 


Chuckling, Gus climbed behind the wheel and brought the 
powerful old Dodge truck roaring to life. 


Gus followed Lyle’s directions south. When he swung into 
the town’s only coffee shop and picked up coffee and bagels 
for them both, Lyle gave him that odd look again. 


This time, Gus’s curiosity got the better of him. “What’s 
that look for?” 


“All the other shifters I’ve met, when they find their mate, 
they get stressed out, territorial, possessive, and 
compulsive beyond anything I’d ever seen. They’d have 
yelled at me to give them all the information I had as soon 
as I mentioned their mate. You just got dressed, then asked 
for information. Then you called in to work,” Lyle added. 
“Why aren’t you running off half-cocked?” 


Gus shrugged. “Not sure. Maybe because I still haven’t 
actually confirmed that this gargoyle is what I’ve been 
scenting.” He frowned. “I mean, I don’t really have any 
doubts, but I’ve only caught a whiff of the scent a time or 


two.” He shrugged. “Besides, it’s daylight. It’s not like he 
can go anywhere.” 


“Huh,” Lyle grunted. “You’re pretty even keel. Even your 
reaction the other night to my lame-ass comment wasn’t as 
bad as it could have been,” he admitted. 


Gus’s brows creased and he swiped his tongue over his lip 
as he tried to understand Lyle’s intent with his comment. 
Shooting a frown at the detective, he asked, “Is there 
something wrong with that?” 


Lyle grinned. “Naw, man. I’m impressed. You don’t 
normally think mellow when you see a guy your size.” He 
pointed toward the forest and ordered, “Slow down. There 
should be a dirt road off to the right here...ah, there it is.” 


Gus followed Lyle’s directions and slowed. He spotted the 
turn and his eyes widened. “Damn. Good thing we brought 
my truck. You would have torn your bottom out on these 
ruts!” 


They spent the next six hours bouncing over back roads, 
crawling around rocks, and exploring buildings. Empty 
buildings. Gus’s stomach growled and his patience 
dwindled. Heading toward his truck, he sighed. “Give me 
just a sec. I need to take a piss.” 


“Sure, Gus,” Lyle muttered, flopping onto the bench seat at 
the passenger side. 


He saw Lyle drop his head back against the seat and close 
his eyes, letting out a frustrated groan. Gus was aware of 
how he felt. For all they knew, Victoria really was off her 
rocker and her demon was nothing more than a figment of 
her imagination. 


Lowering his zipper, Gus whipped out his dick and sighed 
as his bladder emptied. Trying to relieve stress, he rolled 
his shoulders and took a deep breath. A scent tickled his 
senses. His cock started plumping, making it difficult to 
finish pissing. Gus held his breath and finished his 
business. As he tucked his cock away, he allowed himself to 
take another deep, slow breath. He smelled it again. 


“Lyle,” he shouted. “Get over here.” 


Grumbling, Lyle crashed through a couple bushes. “What?” 
he asked, looking around in alarm. 


“What do you smell?” 


Lyle rolled his eyes. “The forest. I smell the fucking forest. 
What do you think I smell?” 


Shaking his head, Gus pressed, “Gritty earth with a bit of 
musk?” 


“Yeah, so?” Lyle’s eyes widened when he took in Gus’s grin 
and finally put it together. “Is that him?” 


Gus nodded. “I think so. I’m not much of a tracker. Can you 
tell where it goes?” 


“Give me a second.” 


He watched with interest as Lyle closed his eyes and let out 
a Slow breath. When he reopened them, Gus’s brows shot 
up and he had to bite back a gasp. Lyle’s green eyes now 
had a vertical slit with brown flecks permeating the iris. 
The detective opened his mouth and a forked reptile tongue 
flicked out. 


Gus had never seen anything like it, and fought back a 
shudder. He’d heard that the detective’s time with the 
scientists had not only changed him into a massive monitor 


lizard shifter, but had given him some odd abilities. Now, he 
knew what the others had been talking about. To be able to 
shift a single body part or two was not something the 
standard shifter could do, even an alpha. 


Lyle turned and looked at him. Maybe he could tell from 
Gus’s expression that he was mildly wigged out because 
Lyle just shrugged and started through the forest. He 
hoped he hadn’t offended his friend, but as a shifter who 
had also been worked on by the scientists, it freaked him 
out. If they’d known how to do what Drake had ended up 
doing to Lyle to save his life, they could have tried 
something like that on Gus and killed him. 


Pushing those thoughts from his mind, he followed the 
detective through the forest. Every now and then, Lyle 
would pause and scent the air again. Eventually, Lyle 
stopped and cocked his head. He took a few steps, scented, 
then changed direction and did it again. Grimacing, Lyle 
tried a different direction. 


That was when Gus spotted the wood ladder nailed to a 
tree trunk nearby. “Hey, Lyle,” he called, crossing over to it. 
He tested the first couple of rungs, wondering if they’d hold 
his nearly three hundred pound weight. 


Figuring a fall wouldn’t hurt him too much, Gus started 
climbing. 


“Dude, if you fall, I am not catching your huge ass.” 


Gus grinned down at Lyle, who stared back at him with 
normal eyes. “My ass ain’t huge. It’s tight. You’re just 
scrawny.” 


Lyle threw back his head and laughed. Gus chuckled right 
along with him as he climbed the last few rungs and poked 
his head through the hole of the deer stand. He looked 


around slowly, taking in the fresh wood and the recently 
placed supplies. Someone planned to hunt here soon. An 
odd shadow tucked in the corner under a tree limb caught 
his eye. 


“You okay up there?” Lyle called. 


“Yeah, yeah I’m good. I think I found something,” he yelled 
back excitedly. 


Gus heaved his bulk into the stand and crept forward on all 
fours. He sucked in a shocked breath when the shadows 
shifted and gave him a clear view. Under the branch, curled 
in a fetal position with his wings tucked around him, lay the 
sleeping gargoyle. 


“Oh my god,” Gus whispered. 
“What is it?” 


He turned his head and met the gaze of Lyle, who just had 
his head through the hole. “We found him.” 


Unable to resist, Gus crept closer. A dark stone wing 
covered the head of the creature, so he had no idea what 
his features could be, but one small clawed hand peeked 
out from under the edge. A long, slender tail curved around 
a pair of strong, well-muscled legs, which ended in deadly 
talons that looked similar to those of an eagle’s. Judging 
from the size of the heap, and in conjunction with the hand, 
legs, and claws, Gus would guess the gargoyle stood 
around five foot ten. 


He reached out a tentative hand and stroked it over the 
wing. Inhaling in shock, Gus found the stone warm to the 
touch. He thought maybe it even gave a little to the 
pressure of his fingers, but he decided that was just his 
imagination. The gargoyle’s scent permeated the little nook 


he was tucked in and Gus groaned softly, his cock firming 
quickly in his jeans. His rhino bugled in his mind, and he 
had to agree with it. This creature was definitely his mate. 


“Uh, Gus, we got a problem.” 


Lyle’s concerned tone pulled him out of his wonder-filled 
perusal of his mate. He turned and saw the detective’s 
worried expression as he took in the supplies on the other 
side of the deer stand. “What?” 


“Well, it’s October. That’s hunting season,” Lyle reasoned, 
stroking his chin as he leaned a hip on the lip of the hole. 
“This stuff is all freshly stowed and the scents are familiar. 
It’s Damian Ruck and his son Gideon’s shit.” 


Panic started to swell in Gus’s chest, making his heart beat 
faster. “You think they’ll be back?” 


Lyle’s green eyes met Gus’s, concern clearly in his look. 
“The rifle deer hunt starts tomorrow.” 


Gus could feel the blood drain from his face, and he 
returned his focus to his sleeping, defenseless mate. “We 
need to get him out of here.” 


Chapter Four 


Consciousness encroached slowly on Tible’s senses as it 
always did when he woke from his daily sleep. This time, 
though, something was different—something was off. The 
scents and sounds weren't as they should be. 


He jerked his wing back and leaped to his feet. His talons 
clicked on hardwood floor. His back slammed into a wall as 
he swept a gaze around the space where he found himself. 
Tible quickly took in the small room with no windows, a 
bed, nightstand, and a dresser. A throw rug covered the 
floor under the foot of the bed and the center of the room. 
The door was on the far side, and in front of it sat a figure, 
a man, who was watching him. 


A soft whimper escaped Tible, but the other man didn’t 
move. Instead, the big Caucasian murmured softly, “No one 
will hurt you, gargoyle. You are safe.” 


Tible froze. Okay, the man knew what he was. It was hard 
to tell size from how the guy was sitting cross legged on 
the floor, but from his broad shoulders, the muscles 
rippling under the skin of his arms, and the huge dinner 
plates he called hands, the bald man looked like a body 
builder. 


To his shock and humiliation, Tible felt his penis fill. He 
remained in a crouch, keeping one leg blocking the view of 
his groin since he knew the loincloth he wore wouldn’t hide 
his burgeoning erection. Licking his lips, he froze, then 
flicked out his tongue again so he could scent the air more 
clearly. His nose just didn’t always get the job done. 


“You,” he snapped in shock. You are the man who smelled 
so good. “You were at the church that night.” 


The big shifter nodded. He lifted a hand and Tible had to 
fight back a cringe, but all the man did was run it over his 
bald scalp. “Yeah. Yeah, I was.” From the way the guy’s 
deep voice filled the room, it sounded to Tible like he was 
trying to encourage calmness. 


He shifted one leg so his knee was cocked up in front of 
him and said, “My name is Gustav Hermance, but my 
friends call me Gus. I’m a rhino shifter—a white rhino, to 
be exact,” he added. “My friends and I found you in the 
deer stand, and we brought you here. We didn’t want you 
to get hurt,” he tacked on, almost as an afterthought. 


From the way Gustav’s gaze slid over Tible’s square face 
and head, complete with fangs, pointed ears, and white 
hair, coupled with the way he swept a look over his wings 
and claws, something told Tible that the stranger wanted to 
ask questions, but was holding himself back. Had he never 
encountered a gargoyle before? That would make two of 
them. 


Tible narrowed his eyes and looked over the other man, 
trying not to give away his lust, his desire to lick those 
wonderful arm muscles, as he mulled over the shifter’s 
words. “My name is Tible. Why did you think I was in 
danger? Why did you bring me here?” Why the hell do I 
want to jump the man’s bones? 


“The rifle hunt starts tomorrow. You were in the deer stand 
owned by a couple of serious hunters. If they’d discovered 
you...” Gustav frowned and shuddered, “I don’t even want 
to imagine what could have happened.” 


“Why? Why would you even care?” Tible asked. “I’m a 
gargoyle. You’re a shifter.” Fear filled him as he wondered 
at the possibilities. “What do you want with me?” 


The shifter cocked his head and scented the air. A sad 
expression crossed his face and he grimaced. “Look, I know 
you don’t have any reason to trust me, but, well...” Gus 
rubbed his bald head again, the tell showing his frustration, 
“you’re my mate. Do you know about shifters and mates? 
Well, you’re mine. We know by scent. I could smell you at 
the church, but I couldn’t figure out where it was coming 
from, probably because you were stone, and that possibility 
didn’t even cross my mind,” he muttered absently. “I’d like 
to get to know you,” Gus finished, lifting a hand as if 
reaching for him, but then letting it drop to his knee. 


Tible cocked his head. “Okay, that explains why your scent 
turns me on,” he whispered. Slowly, he stood, eyeing 
Gustav speculatively. “Your alpha is okay that your mate is 
a man? Is that normal?” When he’d reached age of maturity 
and realized he’d liked guys more than girls, his parents 
had been worried. 


To his surprise, the big man grinned. “Oh, yeah. Alpha 
Declan is just fine with it,” Gus assured. “Are you gay? Or 
bi? How do you feel about having a male mate?” 


Shrugging, Tible twitched his tail uncertainly. “My parents 
explained mates, but I think they probably thought I’d have 
a gargoyle mate. That’s why I left them,” he admitted. “I’m 
looking for gargoyles.” 


“You're not part of a clutch?” Gus asked. 


“Is that what they call a group of gargoyles?” He cocked his 
head, crossing his arms over his chest since he couldn’t 
really cover his groin and his erection without calling 
undue attention to his aroused state. With the way his 
loincloth jutted from his groin, Tible wasn’t certain how the 
big man could miss it. 


Tible wondered what Gus would do if he walked over and 
kissed the man. He’d never kissed anyone before, since he 
lived alone in the mountains with just his parents. It wasn’t 
like he could trust a human. 


“That’s what Caspian said,” Gus replied, slowly rising to his 
feet. 


“Who’s Caspian?” Tible snapped, unable to hide the sudden 
surge of jealousy. His eyes widened as he took in exactly 
how big the other man actually was and his jaw dropped. 
Gus stood over half a foot taller than Tible’s five foot ten 
inch height. The shifter had to be at least six and a half feet 
tall! 


Instead of being upset, Gus smiled, the expression 
softening his high cheekbones and making crows’ feet 
appear at the corners of his brown eyes. “He’s a vampire 
who’s traveled the world quite a bit. Since you’re looking 
for gargoyles, I assume you didn’t grow up with them. We 
can have him look into finding some to meet if you like.” 
Then his expression darkened. “But I don’t think I could let 
you leave me now. I don’t think my rhino could take it. Can 
I touch you?” he finished, unexpectedly. 


Two things were quickly becoming clear to Tible. Gus 
wanted to see if they could work as mates, and he tended 
to ramble. He wondered if that happened often, or if it was 
due to the odd situation. “I’ve never—I’d rather if I could 
touch you, please,” he replied, finding courage to make the 
request. “Would that be okay?” 


“Yeah, sure. I know I’m a pretty big guy,” Gus said, stating 
the obvious. “My size can be pretty intimidating, but I 
promise I don’t want to hurt you.” 


Gus moved slowly, as if that would set Tible at ease, and 
oddly, it did. He backed away as Gus moved around the 


room and sat down on the only chair in the room, a hard, 
straight-backed piece. It looked like it should have been at 
a dining room table instead of in a bedroom. 


The change in position gave Tible a clear path to the door, 
and for just a second, he thought about escape. Then he 
looked back at Gus, who was sitting so calmly, so trusting, 
waiting for him to make a move, and Tible knew he couldn’t 
leave, not yet. If what this shifter said was true—and he 
couldn’t find any trace of deceit in Gus’s scent—then this 
male thought he was Tible’s mate and wanted to help him 
find other gargoyles. 


Tible had to face the facts—he really wanted to touch the 
big man. In fact, just the thought had his penis jerking 
under his loincloth. He could feel the foreskin pull from his 
head and fluid ooze from his slit, soaking the soft deer hide 
covering his groin. 


To his surprise, Gus’s nostrils flared, and his gaze dropped 
to Tible’s groin. He licked his lips, and his fingers twitched. 
The attention caused Tible’s erection to twitch again, which 
felt good and ached all at the same time. Tible really 
wanted to see what the man would do to him, then do it 
back to him. 


He took his first step toward Gus, and the big man’s gaze 
flicked up to his face. Their eyes met. Tible sucked in a 
breath at the lust burning in Gus’s expression. “Oh,” he 
breathed. Stepping in front of Gus, he reached out and 
touched the man’s face. “I’ve seen kissing on TV,” he said 
absently. He didn’t consider the chaste pecks he saw his 
parents give each other real kissing. At least, not what he 
wanted to do with Gus. “I’ve always wanted to try it.” 


Gus nuzzled into his fingers, sliding his smooth cheek into 
the palm of his hand. The move sent tingles up his arm. “I’d 


be happy to show you, Tible,” Gus crooned. “Do you want 
me to?” 


Tible nodded jerkily, the lust flooding his system making it 
hard to focus. He’d never felt anything like the fire 
coursing through his veins, and wasn’t certain what to do 
about it. 


Gently, Gus settled his big hands on Tible’s hips. His fingers 
rubbed over his hip bones, sending goose bumps over his 
smooth gray flesh. His grip was firm but gentle as he pulled 
Tible forward. “Straddle my lap,” Gus ordered, his voice 
deepening with what could only be called desire. 


Letting out a soft moan, Tible obeyed. He spread his legs 
wide, which nuzzled his balls against the soft hide of his 
loincloth as he settled on Gus’s thighs. He couldn’t stop the 
shudder that worked through his body at the sensations 
dancing over his skin with Gus’s rough palm skimming up 
his side, over his arm, to cup the back and side of Tible’s 
neck in one huge palm. 


Tible rested his hands on Gus’s shoulders, clutching at the 
fabric, and went with it when the man pulled his face close 
to his own. Their breaths mingling, Gus told him, “I’m 
going to kiss you, Tible. Just follow my lead.” 


The first brush and scrape of the bigger man’s firm lips 
against his own sent a shot of adrenaline like fire straight 
through his system. It made his balls harden, shocking him 
with the thrill of it all. He felt Gus’s tongue sweep across 
his lower lip. Pushing his own tongue out to meet it, he slid 
his longer more slender organ around Gus’s probing 
appendage. He groaned as he tasted the other man’s 
desire, arousal, and need. 


Gus encouraged Tible to tilt his head and pushed his 
tongue into his mouth, sweeping deep, mapping his teeth, 


the roof of his mouth, and twining their tongues together. 


Tible whimpered at the erotic connection, feeling the flood 
of sensations caused by kissing his mate. 


His balls tightened and his cock throbbed. The need to rut 
against something, anything, overrode all other thought, 
and he rocked his hips forward. When his dick rubbed 
against Gus’s equally hard shaft, the friction sent a tremor 
through him. 


A low growl rumbled through the big man beneath him. 
Gus sucked on Tible’s lip for a few seconds, the pulls 
transferring straight to Tible’s dick. His cock oozed pre- 
cum, hardening nearly to the point of pain. The burning 
need coursing through his system told him how close he 
was to release. 


Gus let go of his lip and asked breathily, “Can I suck your 
cock, Tible? Can I taste your cum?” 


The idea of Gus wrapping his lips around his dick almost 
made him shoot right then. He whimpered and nodded, 
desperate to experience all the new intimacies Gus offered 
him. 


He suddenly found himself lifted into the air as easily as if 
he were a hatchling. With Gus’s strong arms around him, 
holding him secure, Tible felt safe and cared for. Gus laid 
him on the bed behind him. The big shifter pulled the ties 
holding his loincloth in place and swept the leather aside, 
allowing his cock to spring free. 


Gus stared down at him, lust clearly written on his 
features. Tible shivered under that look, his cock jerking, 
pre-cum dripping from his exposed slit. “Gus?” He spoke 
tentatively. “Is-Is something wrong?” 


“No,” he answered, lifting his gaze to Tible’s face to give 
him a wicked grin. “Your dick is bigger than you'd think for 
a guy your size.” He leaned down and swiped his tongue 
over the head, licking up Tible’s fluids. “I want to feel it in 
my ass,” he admitted. 


Tible mewled. “Yesss,” he hissed, unable to believe that this 
big man would want to bottom for him. 


Gus opened the nightstand drawer and pulled out a tube of 
slick. When Tible reached for it, Gus shook his head. “No,” 

he said. “I promised a blow job, and I’ll always deliver,” he 

vowed. 


He opened up the tube, slicked up his fingers, and reached 
behind himself. Gus let out a grunt, and Tible gasped. It 
was easy to figure out what the man was doing, and the 
thought of his mate stretching himself nearly short- 
circuited his brain. He opened his mouth to ask Gus to turn 
around, so he could watch, but then Gus leaned forward, 
opened his mouth, and wrapped Tible’s dick in warm, wet 
heat. 


His hips thrust up instinctively, but Gus quickly grabbed his 
hip with his free hand and held him in place, forcing him to 
accept only what the other man willingly gave. Gus’s 
tongue rubbed up and down his throbbing vein, then 
massaged the bundle of nerves under his head. 


Tible gripped the comforter with his claws, hearing the 
fabric tear, but unable to stop from clenching his fingers 
tighter when Gus swiped his tongue over his sensitive 
head, then sucking gently on his foreskin. He moaned, 
certain he’d blow any second. Gus tugged on his balls, 
pulling them away from his body, the rough handling easing 
his approaching orgasm. 


Then Gus pulled off his cock with a lewd pop, the noise 
sounding loudly over Tible’s panting breaths. He crawled 
up over him, his gaze holding Tible’s intently as he reached 
back, gripped Tible’s dick, and positioned it at his entrance. 


“Now,” Gus murmured, more to himself than to Tible. The 
big shifters thighs and calves bulged as he lowered himself 
slowly but surely onto Tible’s erection. Tible let out a long, 
low groan as tight pressure swallowed his cock. It felt ten 
times—a hundred times—better than anything he’d ever 
imagined. 


When Gus’s cheeks settled on Tible’s thighs, the shifter’s 
eyes slipped to half-mast as he eyed Tible, and he grunted. 
“Oh, yeah.” 


“Gus,” Tible whimpered. His hips twitched under the 
weight of the other man. “Need.” 


Gus growled softly and his eyes narrowed in concentration, 
then he began to move. Muscles rippled around his dick as 
Gus lifted halfway off only to slam back down. The shifter 
began a swift rhythm, fucking himself on Tible’s cock. It 
didn’t take long before the exquisite pressure, the wet 
sucking sounds, and the look of feral delight on Gus’s face 
all became too much. 


An undeniable urge to taste his mate’s blood burned 
through Tible’s system. He gripped Gus’s arm with one 
clawed hand and yanked his mate forward. Contracting his 
abs, he reared up to meet Gus halfway. Instinctively, Tible 
wrapped his jaw around Gus’s shoulder and bit, sinking his 
fangs into his mate. Blood flowed over his tongue, the taste 
sweeter than anything he’d ever tasted before. 


Tible’s eyes rolled into the back of his head, his body 
convulsed, and his orgasm swamped his system. His penis 
erupted, shooting pulse after pulse of his seed into Gus’s 


channel. Gus’s roar of pleasure and spatters of warm 
semen across his chest and belly registered on Tible’s 
blissed-out senses. 


He smiled, cracking an eyelid open just in time to see the 
look of pained-pleasure ease off Gus’s face as his body 
settled atop Tible’s for the last time. 


“That was—that was amazing,” Tible managed to get out. 


He felt Gus nod against his neck. “Agreed.” Pressing a 
sucking kiss on Tible’s neck, Gus stated, “I’m going to mark 
you here when I take you, Tible. It will be glorious.” 


“Oh, okay,” Tible replied between panting breaths. That 
seemed only fair, since he’d already done the same to Gus. 
He grinned and licked the bite wound on the man’s neck 
clean. “That sounds great.” He felt more relaxed and sated 
than he could ever remember. 


Tible let out a soft mewling sound when Gus lifted himself 
off his softening cock. Gus settled on the mattress next to 
him, taking up most of the bed. The big man curled an arm 
under Tible’s smaller frame and pulled him close. He found 
himself half draped over the shifter’s barrel of a chest. The 
steady thump, thump of Gus’s heart relaxed him even 
further, letting him drift in the afterglow of great sex. 


After several minutes, Tible whispered, “So, what now?” He 
didn’t know where they’d go from here. It would be 
impossible for Tible to leave Gus now, no doubt. Still, what 
were they going to do? He was a gargoyle, with no way of 
fitting into normal society. If it hadn’t been for his egg 
being found by shifter parents with big hearts and open 
minds, a loving couple willing to raise him as their own son, 
Tible would have grown up alone, thinking himself some 
kind of freak or monster. 


Gus pressed a kiss to his temple. “Now, we get cleaned up, 
and I introduce you to my pack alpha,” he said firmly. 


“Will he really accept me?” It seemed like such a bizarre 
concept, especially considering the experiences of his own 
parents. 


Threading his fingers through his hair, Gus studied the 
white strands with interest for several moments. He 
seemed lost in thought, petting and finger combing Tible’s 
hair and scalp. “So pretty,” Gus muttered. 


Tible snorted. He’d never been called that before. 


Gus finally focused on him. “I’m sorry. My mind has a 
tendency to wander sometimes.” A blush worked its way up 
the shifter’s tanned neck. “What did you ask me?” 


Well, at least that hadn’t been a delaying tactic, Tible 
decided with relief. “Will your alpha really accept me?” 


“Oh, of course,” Gus replied without hesitation. The look on 
his face spoke of the confidence he felt. “Come on, my little 
gargoyle. I’m ready to get washed up and then get 
something to eat. Are you hungry? What foods do you like? 
Do you prefer raw food? Or, is it okay to be cooked? Where 
did you come from? How old are you?” 


Tible’s jaw dropped and he placed the palm of his hand 
over Gus’s mouth, stemming the flow of questions. “It looks 
like we have a lot of things to discuss,” he replied. It 
pleased him that Gus wanted to know everything about 
him, but until he was certain the information wouldn’t 
inadvertently be used against him or his parents, there 
were certain things he planned to keep to himself. “I’m 
twenty-six years old. I enjoy cooked foods, although I can 
catch and eat raw as well when I’m traveling. Whatever 


you’re cooking will be fine,” he replied. After a second, he 
added, “Or if you’d like, I can cook for you. I do know how.” 


After Tible lifted his hand, Gus grinned up at him. “Great. 
I’m not much of a cook,” he admitted. “Come on.” Instead 
of releasing him, Gus cupped Tible’s jaw in one hand and 
took his mouth in a deep, toe-curling kiss. Tible felt his dick 
start to plump as Gus swept his tongue across the roof of 
his mouth and dueled with his own. 


Finally, Gus drew away and grinned at him. “TIl never get 
tired of that.” 


Tible beamed down at his mate. He felt just the same way. 


Chapter Five 


Smoothing his hand over Tible’s ass-length white hair, Gus 
grinned at him. His mate gave him an indulgent smile over 
his shoulder as he preceded Gus from the room. He sure 
was glad Tible didn’t mind his touchy-feely nature. He just 
couldn’t seem to get enough of the gargoyle’s amazing hair. 


Lost in his thoughts, he nearly ran the smaller male down. 
Tible had stopped in the middle of the hall, his wings 
wrapped protectively around his body. The reek of fear 
permeated the air around them. 


He looked over the top of Tible’s head and spotted Lark, 
who had an absolutely terrified expression on his face. It 
was then that Gus realized it wasn’t Tible who was the 
source of the scent. 


“Lark, it’s okay,” Gus said soothingly. He wrapped his arms 
around his trembling mate, who smelled of concern and 
grief. “Lark, this is Tible. He’s a gargoyle. He’s my mate. 
He won’t hurt you,” he quickly explained. 


Lark licked his gloss-covered lips. His wide-eyed, panicked 
gaze flipped between them. “A-A gargoyle?” 


“Lark!” The desperate roar of a concerned mate echoed 
through the house. 


Gus grimaced when Lark jumped at the noise. “We’re down 
here,” Gus called back, drawing his alpha into the 
basement where they’d placed Tible’s stone form that 
afternoon. He had needed a room where there was only one 
exit, so Gus would have a chance to speak with the 
gargoyle. They’d quickly converted a large storage room 
Lark hadn’t been using, as most of the basement was 
utilized as a lab for the human. 


Declan thumped down the stairs swiftly, appearing around 
the far turn at a run. He skidded to a stop and wrapped 
Lark in his arms. “What’s wrong, me love? What 
happened?” he asked, kissing his mate’s temple. 


“N-nothing, I—” Lark’s face turned beat red. He nuzzled 
into his mate’s embrace and admitted, “I overreacted. I-I’ve 
never met a gargoyle before.” His look turned apologetic as 
he glanced toward Tible. 


The muscular African American finally looked away from 
his mate to sweep his gaze over Gus and then settle on 
Tible. “Ah,” he murmured, smiling faintly. “I understand.” 
He unwound one arm and offered his hand toward Tible. 
“I’m Declan McIntire, alpha of the Stone Ridge pack.” 


After glancing at Gus over his shoulder, Tible tentatively 
reached out and took Declan’s hand. “I’m Tible.” 


Declan nodded. “Good to meet ye, Tible.” His arm kept 
Lark tight against him as he looked down at his mate, then 
at the gargoyle and said, “This is Lark. He’s human, and 
after our experience in Ireland, a little skittish of...other 
creatures. Me apologies,” he pressed a kiss to Lark’s 
temple. “To ye both.” 


“Is it normal for an alpha to apologize?” Tible asked, 
looking up at Gus. 


Gus grinned. He ducked his head and nuzzled Tible’s 
wonderful hair before saying, “Declan is unique.” 


“Oh.” Tible cocked his head. “What happened in Ireland?” 


Lark once more turned beat red, and Declan’s face clouded 
as he grimaced. “A story for another time, perhaps. Ye must 
be hungry after waking from yer sleep,” he said, deftly 
changing the subject. 


“I was just coming down to tell Gus that supper is ready,” 
Lark said. “Declan told me he was down here, but he didn’t 
mention another guest.” The blond human glared at 
Declan, but there was no true heat in the look. 


Still, Declan tucked Lark close and crooned, “Me apologies, 
me love. I’ll be more mindful in the future.” 


Lark’s spiky head nodded and though it was tremulous, he 
smiled at Tible. “Welcome to Stone Ridge,” he offered, 
glancing away. 


“Thank you,” Tible responded slowly. 


Gus cleared his throat, drawing attention. “So, what’s for 
supper?” 


Declan chuckled and Lark snickered. 


“Come on,” Lark said, pulling away from Declan. His mate 
didn’t release him completely, instead sliding his hand 
down Lark’s arm until they held hands. Declan followed his 
mate around the corner and out of sight. 


Tible glanced up at Gus, his expression one of inquiry. 


Gus smiled. “There, see? I’m sorry for the surprise, but it 
turned out all right.” 


“T’ve never been around humans before,” he admitted. 


“That will change,” Gus replied. He moved to stand beside 
his mate before using the arm still around Tible’s waist to 
guide him forward. “Many of the wolf shifters in Declan’s 
pack are mated to humans. Where did you grow up?” Gus 
had asked the question once before, but Tible hadn’t 
answered. He wondered just what his mate was hiding. 
They’d just met though, so Gus would give it time. 


“Utah, in the Uinta Mountains,” Tible answered. 


They heard Lark shout for them to hurry up. Gus pressed a 
kiss to Tible’s lips, willing to let the rest of his questions 
wait, and took his mate upstairs to dinner. 


“Come on,” Gus encouraged. “I have somewhere to take 
you.” 


Tible blinked sleepily up at him. He’d just come out of his 
daily roost, and it always amused Gus how out of it his 
mate seemed upon waking. It really reminded him of 
himself when the alarm clock blared. It had occurred to 
Gus last night that he’d never actually get to hold his mate 
in slumber through the night, but that didn’t change the 
fact that Gus wouldn’t change his gargoyle for the world. 
He loved threading his fingers through Tible’s long white 
hair, stroking his mate’s sensitive, leathery wings, and 
feeling Tible’s thick nine-inch dick plowing his ass. He 
grinned, thinking about how often they went at it. He 
hadn’t had so much sex in years. Nothing like making up 
for lost time, he decided with a grin. 


“Where are we going?” Tible asked. 


“It’s a surprise,” Gus told him. “But don’t worry. It’s 
perfectly safe and we’ll be among friends.” 


Tible nibbled his lip, his brows furrowed as he rose to his 
feet. “Okay,” he said, his fingers twisting together 
nervously. “I trust you.” 


Warmth flooded Gus. His mate trusted him. He wondered, 
then, why his mate still wouldn’t say anything about the 
couple who raised him. He’d mentioned them only once, 
telling Gus that they were the ones who’d found his egg, 
hatched him, and taught him. Egg? That had completely 
thrown Gus. Gargoyles hatch from eggs? Interesting. 


Gus watched his mate rise and head to the bathroom. Tible 
paused in the doorway and glanced back at Gus, cocking 
his head. “Do I need to wear more than this?” He dropped 
his hand and waved at the loincloth covering his groin. His 
mate had explained that close-fitting fabric would turn to 
stone with him, while loose things would not. Tible’s thick 
hide made wearing more clothes irrelevant, even during 
winter. 


Grinning, Gus shook his head. “Nope. That’s perfect. Meet 
me upstairs in thirty minutes.” 


Tible nodded and left. Since he’d found his mate last week, 
Gus had spent his evenings at the Pack House. He’d walk 
the forests with Tible, talking and learning about each 
other. Although Tible kept it vague, Gus knew he grew up 
with a mother and father, and had two older siblings, all 
shifters of some kind, in the Uinta Forest. Those shifters 
had raised him and taught him about the world, though it 
seemed they’d clouded certain things with their own jaded 
views. 


His mate still couldn’t get past how Declan welcomed him 
with open arms. It was true that Declan now had a couple 
of pack-members staying with him, too—Reb and his Irish 
mate, Daithi, whose lilt was so thick it made him difficult to 
understand at times. That was an understandable 
precaution when welcoming a stranger into their home. 
Last night, Gus had finally learned that his mate’s parents 
had met when one entered the territory of the other’s flock 
on a diplomatic mission nearly one hundred fifty years ago. 
They’d learned they were true mates, and after the mission 
ended, had chosen to leave their respective pack and flock 
to live together without support in a mountain town. Gus 
had already told Tible everything about his own herd, his 
upbringing, even his friend Cornelius who'd arrived the day 
before and who they’d be seeing later. 


He was gratified that his mate was slowly opening up to 
him. Gus had even shifted for the gargoyle, letting him see 
his rhino. After the gargoyle had oohed over his massive 
form, they’d romped in the forest together for a couple 
hours. After that, Gus had returned to his own place in 
Stone Ridge to get some chores done before work the next 
morning. 


Tible told him that while alone, he explored the woods, 
winging his way over the treetops. When Gus managed to 
arrive at Declan’s before nightfall, Gus would find his mate 
curled up on the floor near the foot of the bed. He’d asked 
Tible once why he didn’t roost on the bed and Tible had 
laughed, saying, “I turn to stone, Gus. I can’t feel anything, 
so there’s no point.” He’d given Gus a soft kiss and a smile. 
“But thanks for the concern.” 


Pulling his head out of his thoughts, Gus shook it and 
headed out of the room. He wanted to be ready to leave as 
soon as Tible finished his...well, breakfast. Gus decided to 
have Tible’s food ready. A steak would be good, he thought 
cheekily. His mate loved meat, and considering the size of 
the man’s fangs, his extended jaw, and his predatory 
nature, it didn’t surprise Gus. 


He grabbed a steak from the fridge and headed to the deck, 
tossing the twenty-four ounce slab on the grill. Gus 
hummed happily, thinking about what would lie ahead this 
evening. His mate had never been out among humans, and 
tonight he could give him that gift. 


The sliding glass door rumbling across the runners of the 
door caught his attention. He turned and smiled at Lark as 
the human bounced excitedly out of the house. Gus grinned 
as he took in Lark’s costume. The man looked like a 
Scottish stripper. His knee-high socks accentuated his lean 
legs. His red and green kilt barely reached mid-thigh. The 


extra length of fabric was tossed carelessly over his 
shoulder, hiding almost none of Lark’s bare-chest 
underneath it. Even the matching plaid hat seemed to 
scream Fuck Me! Gus wondered if Declan had seen his 
mate’s outfit yet, because surely the alpha wolf wasn’t 
going to let him out of the house like this! 


“Hey! You guys ready to go?” Lark asked, grinning. 


Gus laughed and waved toward the grill. “Just getting Tible 
his breakfast. We’ll be ready to go as soon as he’s eaten.” 


“Oh, yum!” Tible’s voice could be heard through the door. 
He stepped from the dining room and into the night air. “Is 
that for me?” Tible asked, licking his lips. 


Lark grinned, and swept a hand through the air. In an 
exaggerated brogue, he said, “Yer royal greatness, please 
be seated and we’ll have yer, uh, breakfast right out to ye.” 


Tible frowned as he took in Lark’s outfit. “Um, thanks.” 
Warily, he sat down and leaned toward Gus. “Did I miss 
something?” 


Gus laughed while pulling the bloody rare steak off the grill 
and slapping it on a plate for his lover. He’d seen the 
wolves eat bloody steaks before, but this even surpassed 
their tastes. “Here,” he said. “Enjoy. We leave in ten 
minutes, so chew fast.” 


Before his mate could respond, Gus thundered down the 
stairs to change clothes. He yanked off his jeans and t-shirt, 
then pulled on a red vest over his bare chest, black 
breeches, and black knee-high boots. A black top hat 
finished off the outfit. Opening the closet door, he picked up 
a crop. He tapped it against his leg as he jogged back 
upstairs to his waiting mate. 


The gargoyle was nearly finished with his dinner, still eying 
Lark with confusion when Gus stepped back onto the deck. 


Tible’s jaw dropped. His gaze roved over Gus’s form, and 
the scent of lust rolled off his mate. Gus felt his cock 
thicken, the form-fitting pants doing nothing to hide his 
reaction to his mate’s appreciation. 


He grinned. “You just about done there, Tible?” he asked, 
nodding toward the nearly empty plate. “We need to get 


going.” 


“Where?” Tible swallowed and tried again. “Where are we 
going with you dressed like that and Lark dressed like, 
well, that,” he finished, pointing at the barely decent 
Scotsman. 


“We’re headed to Cliff and Lisa McDougal’s,” Declan 
replied from the doorway. Gus couldn’t stop his chuckle 
when he saw his alpha’s choice of costume, or maybe what 
Lark had talked his mate into wearing, or rather, not 
wearing. 


Declan’s entire body had been painted a dark green. He 
wore a brown wig and ragged cut-offs. They were so 
thread-bare that Gus wasn’t certain how they stayed on the 
man’s lean hips. 


“Oh, yum,” Lark hummed, dancing over to his mate and 
rubbing both hands across Declan’s exposed chest. “I knew 
you’d make an incredible hulk,” he whispered huskily. 


A growl escaped Declan, and his dark eyes glittered with 
feral lust as he gazed down at his mate. “Anything for ye, 
me love.” 


“What’s—What’s going on?” Tible asked, clearly confused. 


Gus pulled his mate to his feet and pecked a kiss to his lips. 
“It’s Halloween. I am the ringleader to a carny show, and 
you are my main attraction,” he explained. 


To his surprise, Tible looked offended. “I’m the freak at the 
freak show?” He pulled back and glared up at Gus, his 
slender tongue flicking his fangs in agitation. Shaking his 
head, Tible snapped, “How is that supposed to make me 
feel?” 


Gus’s eyes widened at Tible’s response. He quickly shook 
his head. “That’s not how I meant it, Tible. I—” His brows 
furrowed and he glanced at the other two men, seeing their 
sympathetic looks. He let out a sigh and tried again. “You 
told me how you couldn’t ever be seen in public, and I 
wanted to give that to you. I wanted for you to walk among 
humans and not worry about them being scared of you or 
trying to hurt you.” He swallowed hard and grimaced. “I’m 
sorry, baby. We don’t have to go if you don’t want to,” he 
finished on a sigh. 


“Oh,” Tible murmured. “So, you don’t—you don’t think of 
me as a, as a freak, do you?” 


“No!” Gus quickly and firmly responded. He pulled Tible 
tight against him, lifting the shorter gargoyle off his feet in 
the process. Tucking his head against Tible’s neck, he 
shook his head. “No,” he repeated, “I think you’re amazing, 
and sexy, and I want to fuck you and claim you with every 
beat of my heart.” 


“Oh,” Tible said again. The man’s legs tightened where 
they were wrapped securely around his waist. “How about 
we do that after we go to the party?” 


Gus had tried to be patient, letting Tible set the pace. His 
cock was proportionate to his body, which meant at full 
mast his dick was a good twelve inches. He’d worried his 


size concerned his lover, and Tible would never let him 
claim him. “Yeah? You'll let me claim you?” he asked, awed 
and excited by the prospect. 


Tible smiled, his look filled with heat. “Yeah. I didn’t know 
you were waiting for me to say it was okay,” he admitted. “I 
want to be bound to you.” 


A rumbling groan escaped Gus’s chest as he took 
possession of Tible’s mouth, thrusting his tongue deep. He 
tasted Tible’s earthy, muskiness. The flavor went to his 
head, as always, and he wished they could just skip the 
party. His throbbing shaft liked that idea, too, but he’d 
promised his mate a night out among humans. 


A throat-clearing interruption halted their activities before 
they could really get going. Embarrassed at completely 
forgetting they had an audience, Gus felt his face flame as 
he lowered his mate to the ground. 


“Are ye coming to the party, then?” Declan asked, an 
amused glint lighting his eyes. 


Gus looked at Tible, who nodded. Tible grinned. 


Chapter Six 


Tible had never thought it would be possible for him to 
wander among humans without fear of persecution. Yet, 
here he was, at a party with dozens of humans and shifters. 
Some of the humans were mated to shifters and knew who 
and what Tible was, but just as many did not. 


Gus had explained that Lisa was mated to Cliff, a wolf 
shifter. Lisa also worked at the local zoo as a reptile 
handler. The heavily pregnant woman had invited most of 
her coworkers from the zoo who knew nothing of shifters, 
or any other paranormal creatures. Tible had lost count of 
the number of humans who’d come up to him with wide 
eyes and told him how great his costume was. A few had 
even asked him where he’d bought it. Not knowing how to 
respond to that, he’d floundered. Thankfully, Gus had 
stepped in and said that Tible had designed and created it 
himself. That had garnered even more praise. 


Tible, introduced to more people than he could ever hope 
to remember, met football players, Vikings, super heroes, 
and animals. He’d even met a crayon and a pumpkin, 
although those costumes were worn by infants. 


His mind began to go numb, and not from the couple beers 
he’d drank. Gus must have recognized the glazed look 
entering his eyes, for the big man pulled him out the back 
door into the cool evening air. 


Four roaring fires in raised, metal, fire pits ringed the yard, 
decorated with strings of lights in the form of jack-o- 
lanterns and ghosts. The host of the party strung black and 
orange streamers weaving through the rosebush lattice 
that stretched along the back of the property. In the middle 
of the yard was a platform, and people were dancing on it. 


“Hey, Gus!” 


Both men turned toward the greeting. Tible took in the two 
men. One was tall, almost six feet, and muscular, though 
not nearly as broad as Gus. He was dressed as an angel, 
complete with white, feathery wings, a gold halo, and gold, 
glittering eye shadow and lip gloss. He had blond hair filled 
with sparkles. His wide smile and deep emerald eyes took 
in, first, Gus’s ringleader costume, then his gaze roved over 
Tible. 


The second man was dressed as a firefighter, sort of, if a 
firefighter ran around with only his coveralls, boots, and 
hat on. The clothing looked authentic, if a bit big on the 
slender, five foot eight frame. The black-haired man 
grinned, but his gaze kept straying to the dance floor. 


“Oh, now that is a truly amazing costume!” The first, taller 
man sidled over to Tible and wrapped an arm around his 
shoulders. “Are you the Tible my dear sweet Gus has told 
me so much about?” 


Tible had no clue what to say to that. He looked to Gus for 
help. His mate growled softly at the...angel, and pulled 
Tible away from him. 


“Behave, Cornelius.” He glared at the slender man, a 
shifter if Tible’s tongue didn’t deceive him. “Yes, my friend, 
this is the Tible I’ve mentioned to you.” 


“Well, it’s very nice to meet you, and I’m certain we’ll be 
getting to know each other very, very well,” Cornelius 
stated. To his surprise, the shifter rubbed his arm, which 
made Gus growl, again. Cornelius laughed, seeming to 
enjoy his friend’s jealousy. 


“Hey, Gus. It’s good to see you out and about,” said the 
other man, a human Tible thought. It was obvious the guy 
was trying to defuse the situation. He held out a hand to 


Tible. “I’m Bobby Truman. Nice to meet you. That is truly 
an awesome costume.” 


“Nice to meet you, Bobby,” Tible replied, taking the 
human’s hand and shaking it, being careful to keep his 
claws out of the human’s thin skin. “I like yours, too. The 
stuff looks authentic,” he commented. 


Bobby nodded. “I’m dating a fireman. He wanted to stay at 
home and sleep, so I borrowed his shit.” He gave Tible a 
conspiratorial grin and wink. Then he turned to Cornelius 
and tugged his arm. “I want to dance. Come on.” 


Cornelius laughed and nodded. “Of course, sweet cheeks. 
Let’s go.” He gave Tible another flirtatious wink and smile, 
beamed a grin at Gus, and then disappeared into the 
throng of writhing men on the makeshift dance floor. 


“Dancing sounds like a fantastic idea,” Gus said, leading 
him toward the couples weaving together to the music. 


Tible tried to pull back, saying, “I don’t know how to 
dance.” 


His mate looked at him over his shoulder and winked. 
“Don’t worry, baby. This is just an excuse for me to hold 
you. We won’t do anything fancy.” 


Trusting his mate, Tible followed him up the step and onto 
the faux wood platform. He melted into Gus’s embrace 
when the shifter wrapped his arms around him and pulled 
him close. He loved being in his mate’s arms. It felt so 
natural, so right. He nuzzled the man’s bare chest as they 
swayed together, taking in Gus’s natural masculine scent. 


“Mmm, so good,” he mumbled. 


His cock thickened behind his loincloth. Even though 
scantily clad, costumed men and women surrounded him, 


the stress of the situation had kept him soft. Now, pressed 
against Gus’s firm chest, safe in his arms, Tible’s body 
reacted predictably to his mate. 


Gus shifted his thigh, sliding it between his legs. Tible 
gasped, his penis quickly filling the rest of the way. He 
rutted slowly against his mate, taking what his mate 
offered. He slipped one hand under the vest at Gus’s back, 
clinging to his shifter. 


His eyelids dropped to half-mast as pleasure pinged 
through his system. He noticed how his warm breath, 
coming out in soft pants, made Gus’s nipple near his lips 
harden to a point. Flicking out his tongue, he lapped at the 
bud of flesh. Growling, Gus lowered his head and nibbled 
Tible’s pointed ear. 


A shiver worked through Tible, and a bead of pre-cum 
oozed from his slit. “Oh, oh, Gus,” he hissed. Pleasure 
clouded his judgment, and the desire to come had him 
shuddering in Gus’s grip. 


Gus rocked his hips, pressing his answering erection 
against Tible’s stomach. “Shit,” Gus suddenly snapped. “I 
need you, Tible. Gotta get out of here,” he whispered hotly 
into Tible’s ear. 


Tible mewled at the need he heard in Gus’s voice. “Yeah,” 
he panted. “Let’s go.” 


To Tible’s surprise, Gus didn’t lead him back through the 
house. Instead, he wrapped his arm around his waist and 
led Tible into the shadowy trees off to one side. Once they 
were deep enough in the woods, Gus backed Tible against a 
tree trunk and took his mouth in a possessive kiss. 


Gus cupped his ass, lifting him higher, aligning their dicks 
together. Tible trusted his mate and wrapped his legs 


around the man’s waist, allowing him to rut against him 
harder. Gus made quick work of the ties holding his 
loincloth in place. The shifter shimmied a bit, working his 
breeches down his hips to free his erection. Then, one big 
hand wrapped around both their dicks and stroked. 


The males let out twin groans of pleasure at the sensation. 
“This is just to take the edge off,” Gus promised roughly, his 
fist picking up the pace. “Then I’m going to take you home 
and fuck you into the mattress.” 


Tible’s eyes widened as he took in the feral heat filling his 
mate’s brown eyes. His cock spurted another drop of pre- 
cum. Gus grinned, swiping his calloused thumb over his 
sensitive head, working his foreskin back and forth. 


“You like the sound of that, don’t you, Tible,” Gus muttered 
gruffly. “Are you going to come for me, so I can use your 
semen to jack myself off?” 


He hadn’t thought he was that close, but just the idea of 
Gus using his fluids to fist his cock had Tible’s balls pulling 
tight. Tible thumped his head against the trunk behind him 
and gripped tight to Gus’s shoulders, letting his mate do all 
the work. His hips wouldn’t stay still, though, and he found 
himself fucking Tible’s hand in earnest. 


“Now, Tible,” Gus ordered. “Come for me now.” 


Letting out a low whine, Tible obeyed. His cock pulsed and 
arcs of semen shot through the air to splatter against their 
naked chests and Gus’s hand. His body shuddered, his legs 
tightened, and he had just enough presence of mind to 
keep his claws from digging into the flesh of Gus’s 
shoulders. 


Gus let out a long, low growl, and followed him over the 
edge. 


When Tible regained the ability to think, he turned his head 
and nuzzled Gus’s temple. “I can’t ever get enough of you,” 
he murmured. 


“Good,” Gus responded immediately. He lifted his head and 
pressed a gentle kiss to Tible’s lips. “I don’t want you to get 
enough of me.” 


“Mmm,” Tible moaned when Gus took his mouth again, this 
time in a harder, possessive claiming. He felt his cock begin 
to firm back up, and yanked his head away. “Go, we need to 
go,” he said between pants. 


Gus nodded. “Yeah.” 


Tible was gratified to see that his mate’s breathing was just 
as ragged as his own. Gus gently lowered Tible back to the 
ground, catching his arm when he stumbled on legs that 
felt like noodles. Resting one hand on Gus’s broad shoulder, 
Tible steadied himself and smiled up at his mate. 


Giving him a wink, Gus reached down, picked up Tible’s 
loincloth, and handed it to him. “Gods, you’re sexy,” he 
commented as he tucked in his half-hard cock and watched 
Tible wrap the fabric back around his hips. 


He beamed at his lover, pleased that the shifter was so 
attracted to him. After righting their clothing, Gus grabbed 
Tible’s hand and led him around the house to the front, 
avoiding the crowds of people. As they climbed into Gus’s 
truck, Tible looked over at the humans still milling in and 
out of the front of the house. 


Smiling, he turned to Gus and said, “Thank you for bringing 
me. I really had a good time.” 


“I’m glad,” Gus replied. “Everyone needs a little fun now 
and then.” 


The ride to the pack house seemed so long to Tible. His 
body vibrated with anticipation. His gaze flickered from 
Gus to the road to the scenery outside and back again. 
Tible’s fingers twitched. He desperately wanted to touch 
his mate, and having to wait was just setting his blood on 
fire. 


He thought with anticipation of what was to come. Gus 
wanted to claim him, bind them together. That sounded like 
the best idea Tible had ever heard. His mate’s dick was 
huge. He’d seen it often, and his hole twitched as 
expectation filled him. Tible figured it would hurt, at least a 
little, but he knew his mate would take care of him. He 
loved the way his mate took care of him. He pretty much 
loved the man, and Tible’s blood heated further at being 
able to give himself to his lover. 


He dropped a hand to his erection, hard and leaking under 
his loincloth, and rubbed. Gus’s nostrils flared and he 
glanced Tible’s way. Tible watched his mate’s Adam’s apple 
bob as he swallowed hard. “Pull your dick out,” Gus 
ordered, his voice a low growl. “I want to see it.” 


Tible whimpered. A quick, practiced tug on the stays at his 
left hip had the loincloth untied, and he whipped it aside. 
His dick sprang free, the organ an even darker gray than 
normal, engorged with blood. Palming his erection, Tible 
moaned at the feeling. He shuddered as he glanced out the 
window for just a second as Gus drove, realizing it was 
possible for other drivers to peek in and see him. 


Gus snarled softly, drawing his attention back to his lust- 
filled glances. “There’s lube in the glove box. Stretch 
yourself,” he ordered. 


Though his heart pounded in his chest, Tible yanked open 
the glove box and found the tube. He wondered what his 


mate was doing with lube in his truck, and he growled low 
in his throat at the possibilities. 


To his surprise, Gus chuckled and gave him a knowing look. 
“Your scent drives me nuts at work, babe,” he revealed. “I 
often jack off at lunch to memories of our time together.” 


Tible groaned at his mate’s words. “So hot,” he stated, 
Snapping the tube open and pouring a large dollop onto his 
fingers. He pushed aside his testicles with his thumb while 
rubbing the pad of his middle finger against his taint, 
massaging the muscles gently. He dipped the finger into his 
hole to the first knuckle. It wasn’t the first time he’d 
fingered himself, so he knew exactly how to do it while 
being careful of his claws. 


He let out a sigh as he pushed his finger deeper, coating his 
inner walls with slick. 


“That is so fucking hot,” Gus muttered. 


Tible looked over at the rhino shifter, smiling to see one of 
the man’s hands pressing against the erection tenting his 
breeches. Groaning, Tible moved his finger in and out fora 
moment, then slid a second one in beside the first. He 
rubbed over his prostate, the sparks of pleasure quickly 
overshadowing any pain of the stretch and burn caused by 
his fingers. 


He worked himself open quickly, knowing what would 
happen when they reached home. By the time he had three 
fingers in himself, he couldn’t stop his hips from rocking. It 
felt so good to be filled, but he needed more. He fought the 
urge to wrap his free hand around his dick and stroke it. 


“Don’t you dare,” Gus warned, his voice rough, evidently 
reading Tible’s desire. 


Tible felt the truck jerk to a stop. He looked up and realized 
they’d arrived at Declan’s home. Gus shut off the truck and 
shoved the door open. He was out of the vehicle instantly 
and jogging around the hood. Tible wondered if he was 
supposed to get out and join him, but he didn’t want the 
wonderful sensations cascading through his body to cease. 


The door to his right was yanked open and Gus gripped 
Tible’s thigh. Using the grip, Gus spun him around to face 
him. The shifter wrapped his big hand around Tible’s wrist 
and gently eased his fingers from his ass. 


Tible whimpered, his breathing ragged. He watched Gus 
lower his pants, revealing his engorged shaft, the swollen 
red cap already glistening with pre-cum. “Can’t wait,” he 
said through gritted teeth. “I need you, my mate. I need to 
make you mine.” 


“Yes,” Tible hissed, sliding his ass to the edge of the seat 
and spreading his thighs wide. He wrapped his hand 
around Gus’s length, using the remaining lube to slick the 
heavy shaft. 


Gus’s eyes dropped to half-mast. He gasped and grunted, 
thrusting against Tible’s hand. 


Tible guided his mate’s cock to his entrance, lying back 
against the bench seat of the truck, offering himself to his 
mate. He wrapped his legs around Gus’s waist and lifted 
his hips, encouraging him. 


“Such a gorgeous sight,” Gus crooned. “All spread out and 
ready for me.” 


He didn’t make Tible wait any longer. Gus pushed, forcing 
the wide head of his dick past Tible’s guardian muscle. 


Tible gulped at the sensation, the stretch and slight burn. 
Gus was quite a bit larger than three of his fingers, but 
fortunately, his mate stopped and let him get used to the 
unfamiliar pressure. 


After the initial flash of pain, Tible remembered to breathe 
and concentrated on relaxing his muscles. The pressure 
eased. He nodded to Gus and pushed out. The big shifter 
thrust forward and slid all the way into him in one long, 
smooth thrust. 


Tible’s mouth fell open at the amazing feeling of fullness. 
Gus was so long, Tible felt certain he could taste his mate 
in the back of his throat. Once more, he had to focus on 
breathing. Gus leaned over him, trapping Tible’s dick 
between their bodies, and Tible let out a startled, “Oh!” 


Gus grinned down at him. “Yeah. You feel so good around 
my dick, mate. So tight. So hot. I love it.” 


“Yeah.” Tible huffed. The urge to move struck him. He 
wanted to feel the dick in his ass stroking his inner walls 
and the sensitive tissues. “Move,” he squeaked. “Need you 
to move.” 


Growling, Gus obeyed. Tible gasped as the flared head of 
his mate’s dick rubbed over his prostate. The shifter stared 
into Tible’s eyes as he started a swift thrust and retreat. 
His mate wrapped one arm under him and gripped his 
shoulder from behind. With the other hand, he petted 
Tible’s wings, his side, finally cupping his cheek and taking 
his mouth in a deep kiss. 


Tible writhed under Gus’s ministrations, loving the feel of 
the man’s arms around him, hands on him, and dick in him. 
This was what he’d always longed for. A partner. Someone 
to care for him, love him, keep him safe. 


His balls pulled tight, and the tingle at the base of his spine 
intensified more and more with every stroke of Gus’s dick 
over his prostate. Tible knew he was going to come ina 
matter of seconds and wanted to feel his mate do the same. 
Just the idea of having his mate’s seed soak his channel had 
his muscles clenching tighter on the dick invading his ass. 


Gus hissed above him. His thrusts became irregular, telling 
Tible how close his mate was to the edge. The kiss ended 
and his mate’s panting breaths ghosted over Tible’s own 
lips. He tilted his head, offering his neck. 


“Make me yours, as you are mine,” he pleaded. 


Lifting his head, Gus stared down at him with feral heat in 
his brown eyes. “Mine,” he snarled, then snapped his head 
forward and sank his canines into the thick skin covering 
Tible’s neck. 


A flash of pain radiated through his system, then the most 
intense pleasure he’d ever felt in his life crashed through 
him like a tidal wave. His eyes rolled back in his head, his 
cock swelled and shot, his ass clamped down on Gus’s dick, 
and Tible howled his release. 


Gus lifted his head from his neck and roared above him. 


Through his euphoria, Tible felt the shifter’s massive dick 
pulse inside him. Hot jets coated his rectum, making him 
feel more complete than he’d ever felt before, and he 
smiled. Nothing felt as good as pleasing his mate. Turning 
his head, he placed soft kisses across the jaw of the shifter. 


“Mmm,” Gus hummed, nuzzling against him. 


Always careful of his claws, Tible stroked his hands over 
Gus’s ass, massaging the firm mounds. Gus grunted and 


lifted his head. He smiled down at Tible. “You’re mine, 
Tible. Mine.” He pressed a lingering kiss to his lips. 


“I am yours,” Tible replied, grinning up at the man. “All 
yours.” 


It occurred to him that he needed to contact his parents. 
He’d been reluctant to say anything to Gus about them, but 
they deserved to meet each other. After meeting the alpha 
and spending a few days with the pack, he felt it would be 
safe. He hoped his parents would feel the same. 


“You’re thinking awfully hard,” Gus said, cutting into his 
thoughts. 


Tible focused on Gus. “I want you to meet my parents.” 


Gus’s brows shot up. “You’re thinking of your parents right 
now?” 


He chuckled at the blush working its way up Gus’s bronze 
neck. If he hadn’t been a gargoyle, Tible might have been 
blushing, too. With his mate’s softening prick still in his 
ass, it was definitely an odd time to be thinking of his 
parents. He nodded, then leaned up and gave his mate a 
kiss. “I haven’t told you much about them because they 
always believed their mating wouldn’t be accepted,” he 
said. “But after seeing how things are handled here, by 
Declan and his mate, I know they’d be safe to visit here— 
visit me,” he ended on a whisper. 


“You miss them,” Gus replied astutely. 


Tible nodded again. “Yeah. I’d never been away from them 
before,” he admitted. 


“Well,” Gus said, leaning down and pressing their lips 
together briefly. “We can certainly talk to Declan about 
inviting them over.” 


Tible beamed up at him. He wrapped his arms around 
Gus’s neck and pulled his mate’s head down, latching onto 
his lips. He slid his tongue inside Gus’s heat, and they 
dueled for several minutes. Feeling his cock firming again, 
he bucked up against Gus’s firm stomach. He felt an 
answering thickness forming in his ass and hissed when 
Gus’s renewing erection rubbed across his prostate. 


Gus tore his mouth away and rested his forehead against 
Tible’s. “Let’s take this inside this time,” he urged. 


“Yeah, okay,” Tible agreed, although he clenched his ass 
and moaned when Gus pulled free, as if to say that he 
didn’t really want Gus to move away from him. 


The pair sprinted into the house and down the stairs to 
their small room in the basement. After quickly tossing 
Tible to the bed and on his stomach, Gus was on him again. 


Tible groaned when he felt Gus’s hands grip his hips and 
raise them up, then, Gus rammed his hard shaft back inside 
his channel. 


Tible roared, his dick bobbing and weeping underneath 
him. Gus started a punishing rhythm, driving into his ass 
over and over, pressing against Tible’s prostate with each 
thrust. Sweat dripped down Tible’s back at their exertions, 
and he didn’t know if it was from Gus or his own. Then he 
was coming, and it didn’t matter. Heady endorphins flooded 
Tible’s system, sweeping away all thought but the bliss his 
mate provided for him. They collapsed in a sweaty heap. 
Clean-up was put off for later, and Gus pulled Tible close as 
they lay in companionable silence. 


Curling up on the floor near the bed, Tible prepared for his 
daily roost. Gus had already kissed him good-morning and 
gone upstairs for breakfast. When the first rays of the sun 
peeked over the horizon, instead of the lethargy and then 


darkness that normally snaked over him, pain ripped 
through his system, filling his veins with white-hot lava. 


Tible screamed. 


Chapter Seven 


A scream filled with pain echoed through the house. Gus’s 
head jerked around as he listened, and his hands froze 
where he buttered his toast. “Tible!” He whispered his 
mate’s name as he glanced out the window and took in the 
pink streaks of dawn over the horizon. 


Pivoting on the ball of his foot, Gus turned and raced across 
the dining room. He barreled down the stairs and slammed 
into Tible’s room. His eyes widened as his gaze swept the 
area. When he didn’t see Tible, he focused on the human 
kneeling on the floor. “Who are you? What have you done 
with my mate? Where’s Tible?” he roared, stalking toward 
the man. 


The human lifted his head. White hair fell over his 
shoulders and down his back, revealing his face. Scared 
pale gray eyes stared up at him. “Gus,” the man whispered. 


Gus’s eyes widened in shock, and he dropped to his knees 
in front of the man. “Tible?” A deep inhale of the human’s 
scent confirmed Gus’s confused question. This man was his 
mate. He was Tible. 


“What’s happened to me?” 


Tible reached out a hand toward Gus. His fear permeated 
the room. Gus quickly snaked out a hand and pulled his 
mate against him, tucking Tible’s head under his chin. 
“We’ll figure this out,” he promised, although he had no 
idea how they would. He threaded his fingers through the 
long, white strands that he loved so much and pressed a 
kiss to the top of Tible’s head. 


“What’s going on?” Declan’s concerned voice came from 
the doorway. 


Gus looked over his shoulder at the alpha, then shifted 
sideways so the wolf shifter could see Tible. Declan’s brows 
drew together. “Who is that?” 


“It’s Tible,” Gus replied, still trying to soothe his 
shuddering mate. “Somehow, he’s become human.” 


Declan strode swiftly into the room and dropped to one 
knee beside them. “By the gods! How could this happen?” 
He reached out a hand, but pulled it back when Tible 
cringed. Declan rose. “I’ll contact Caspian. See if he’s 
found other gargoyles, yet. Don’t worry. We’ll get to the 
bottom of this,” he assured. 


Gus nodded and gave his alpha a worried look. “Could you 
—Could you have Lark take a look at him? Make sure it’s 
not something medical?” 


The alpha nodded. “Of course. I’ll send him down.” 
“Thank you,” Gus replied. 


After Declan left, Gus urged Tible to sit on the bed. He 
grabbed a blanket and wrapped it around Tible’s shoulders. 
Cupping his mate’s jaw, he lifted the man’s human face. His 
heart broke when he saw the tears leaking from the 
corners of Tible’s eyes. “Hey, easy now,” he soothed. “It'll 
be okay. You heard Declan. We'll find out what happened.” 


Tible blinked and sniffled. “How?” 


“Caspian is a vampire. He has connections through the 
Vampire Council and should be able to find a gargoyle 
clutch that can give us answers,” Gus told him. 


“My wings are gone,” Tible said sadly. “I liked it when you 
stroked my wings.” 


“I’m sure they’re not gone for good,” Gus said, praying he 
wasn’t talking out of his ass. Could someone have cast a 
spell on Tible? Still, who would do that? And why? 


A soft knock caught their attention, and both men turned to 
find Lark just inside the room. He came forward, smiling 
tentatively. He carried a mug, which he held out to Tible. 
“Here,” he said. “Have some tea. It’s chamomile and will 
help soothe your nerves.” 


Tible took the offering, and Gus sat down next to his mate. 
Lark moved in front of the gargoyle because no matter 
what form Tible might be in, his scent hadn’t changed. 
Tible was still Gus’s mate. 


He took one of Tible’s hands in his, rubbing the now soft 
skin, and watched in silence as Lark took the gargoyle’s 
vitals. Lark chewed his lip and frowned. 


“Look, I don’t know what to tell you guys,” he said after a 
few seconds. “Everything seems fine, but I’d like to draw 
blood and run some tests, just to be sure.” 


Tible paled, but nodded. “Will it hurt?” 


“Only a little,” Lark answered honestly. “Just don’t look.” 
He winked, making Tible smile faintly. The doctor unrolled 
the bundle he’d laid on the dresser when he’d first entered. 
He pulled out a swab and cleaned Tible’s arm. “Okay, 
remember to keep breathing,” Lark ordered gently. “This 
will sting just a bit.” 


Gus watched Lark insert the needle, then had to switch his 
focus to Tible’s face. He hadn’t liked going to the doctor 
before his time with the scientists. Now, it was almost a 
phobia. Lark had been so kind and so patient while he 
recovered. Tible remained impassive, his gaze stuck 
stoically on the wall. 


He squeezed Tible’s hand, and when his mate turned to 
look at him, Gus smiled. 


“Okay,” Lark said, drawing out the word. “All finished.” He 
pressed a pad of gauze to Tible’s arm and then wrapped it 
with green tape. “A human has to keep this on for a couple 
hours. Since you’re not, well, human, I don’t know how 
long you should keep it on, so let’s start with an hour, and 
go from there, hmm?” 


Tible nodded. “Thanks, Lark.” 


Lark smiled back. “Sure. Ill let you know as soon as I know 
anything.” He looked toward Gus. “Have you called your 
boss?” 


Gus shook his head. “I took today off since the party was 
last night. I didn’t know how late I’d be, so I planned 
ahead,” he said with a crooked grin that he really didn’t 
feel. 


“Good. I’m going to make some eggs. Are either of you 
hungry?” 


“Yeah,” Gus admitted. “I could eat. What about you, baby?” 
he asked. Maybe if they kept some semblance of normalcy, 
food, relaxing, cuddling, they could keep Tible’s spirits up. 


Tible shook his head. “Not yet.” He hesitated a few 
seconds, then asked, “Can I watch the sunrise? I’ve never 
seen one before.” 


“Of course, my love,” Gus answered automatically. He 
helped Tible to his feet, and with one arm securely around 
the altered gargoyle, Gus led him upstairs. Walking through 
the dining room, he called to Lark where he stood in the 
kitchen, “Tible and I will be on the deck.” 


Gus led Tible to a lawn chair. He eased into the low chair, 
one leg on each side, and then pulled Tible down in front of 
him between his thighs. Tible settled against him, his back 
to Gus’s chest. Wrapping his arms loosely around him, Gus 
palmed Tible’s smooth chest under the blanket. 


He settled against the chair’s back and pressed a kiss to 
the back of Tible’s neck. “There’s nothing better than 
watching the sun rise with someone you care about,” he 
murmured. 


“You care about me?” Tible asked, his gaze fixed on the 
orange and pink horizon. 


Stopping in mid-lick, Gus paused. Had he ever told Tible 
how much he meant to him? He’d claimed the man, been 
almost desperate to, in fact. But, he’d never actually said 
the words. At least he could rectify that. 


Cupping Tible’s jaw, he gently tipped the man’s head back 
to look at him. “Tible, I love you.” A light scent of fear hit 
his nostrils, and he saw the concern in his mate’s eyes. 
Understanding filled Gus, and he said, “Darling, it doesn’t 
matter what form you have. I love your heart. That won’t 
change.” 


Tible’s eyelids slid closed and he mewled softly. “I love you, 
too,” the gargoyle replied after a few seconds. 


“Good,” Gus replied, pressing a soft kiss to Tible’s lips. He 
released his mate’s mouth. When Tible’s focus returned to 
the sunrise, which really was beautiful, Gus nuzzled his 
mate’s neck and watched the colors in the sky change. 


“T’m scared.” 


The whispered admission tore into Gus’s chest. His arms 
tightened around the much smaller man and he rested his 


forehead against Tible’s neck. “I’m sorry. If I could fix this, 
I would.” 


Tible glanced at him over his shoulder, smiling faintly. “I 
know.” He turned back to the sunrise, which was nearly 
complete, and settled against Gus. 


The sound of the sliding door caught their attention, and 
Lark held out two plates. “I know you said you weren’t 
hungry,” he said, smiling at Tible. “But just in case, here’s 
some toast and scrambled eggs.” 


“Thank you,” Tible said, taking the plate. 


Lark disappeared back into the house, and they spent most 
of the day in the sunshine. At one point, Sara, Declan and 
Lark’s adopted daughter, brought out an umbrella and 
several glasses of iced tea. She sat next to them with the 
umbrella over her head, talking about her school, her 
training to shift into a gazelle, and asking them both 
questions. It was a nice distraction, and Gus appreciated 
the teenager’s thoughtfulness. 


The day turned to evening, and Tible prepared to watch his 
first sunset. The clouds had thickened and a light snow 
began to fall. The scene was such a contrast from the clear 
morning, Tible needed to trade in his loincloth for jeans 
and a sweatshirt. 


They sat on the front porch, grateful that it was covered, 
and gently rocked on the swing. Gus wrapped an arm 
around Tible and pulled him close. The dark clouds made it 
next to impossible to actually see the sun, but the streaks 
of purple lighting the clouds from behind was spectacular. 


Tible cocked his head and peered toward the driveway. 
“Someone’s coming.” 


A large SUV with tinted windows rolled slowly down the 
driveway, coming to a stop near the porch. “That’s Caspian. 
Perhaps he has news,” Gus said, rising from his seat. Hope 
filled him. Tible quickly joined him. 


Caspian’s lanky form exited the driver’s side while Casey 
slid from the passenger seat. The two men strode through 
the snow, stamping their feet once they reached the porch. 
Gus shook hands with Caspian and gave a hug to Casey. 
Gus could practically see Tible vibrating with the desire to 
ask questions. 


“I have someone I’d like you to meet,” Caspian said. “I 
think he’ll be able to answer many of your questions.” 


“Who is—” 


The sound of flapping wings interrupted Tible’s question. 
Gus’s attention swung toward the still falling snow and the 
darkness beyond. A creature that could only be a gargoyle 
landed in the front yard. Striding toward them, Gus had to 
admit to being impressed by the male. He stood 
approximately seven feet, had a thickly muscled body, black 
hair, and piercing gray eyes. Then, the gargoyle stepped 
into the light thrown from the porch and Tible wasn’t the 
only one who gasped. The gargoyle’s hide was a deep, dark 
blue. 


The male grinned, showing off a jaw full of pointed teeth. 
Between that, the bony brow ridge, and the claws on his 
hands and feet, the creature looked pretty formidable. 


“Wow,” Tible stated. His grip on Gus’s hand tightened. 


The gargoyle’s gaze locked on Tible and Gus. He glanced at 
their joined hands. This time, the smile appeared more 
genuine. “Congratulations, little one,” he said, his voice 
deep and gruff. 


“Thanks,” Tible said, ducking his head. 


“Tam Maelgwn, leader of the Falias clutch. I was contacted 
by Caspian that a stray gargoyle was found.” He gazed at 
Tible. “I’m assuming that is you?” 


Tible nodded. 


Remembering his manners, Gus stuck out his hand and 
said, “I’m Gustav Hermance. This is Tible.” It wasn’t often 
he had to look up at a man, but he did with this guy. Gus 
kinda figured Maelgwn could crush him if he really wanted 
to, but when the gargoyle shook his hand, his grip was firm, 
but not painful. “Would you like to come in?” he asked. “I 
should really introduce you to my alpha.” 


“Of course,” Maelgwn replied. “It is always best to 
announce yourself to the powers that be.” 


Gus slipped an arm around Tible’s waist, then led the way 
into the house. 


Chapter Eight 


Tible watched in awe as Maelgwn greeted Declan. He 
offered the wolf alpha a small stone statue that looked like 
a mini Chinese dragon as a thank-you gift for allowing him 
access to his territory. When asked if he’d like something to 
drink, Maelgwn requested herbal tea. 


Drinks in hand, the group settled in Declan’s study. 
Maelgwn nearly took up one of the love seats on his own, 
and he carefully folded his wings over his shoulders. After a 
sip from his cup, he looked at Tible and said, “Now, you 
have questions. I’m happy to answer them, if you’ll answer 
some that I have, as well.” 


Tible couldn’t hide his surprise. “You have questions for 
me?” 


“Of course,” Maelgwn responded. “Gargoyle young are 
rare, so for someone to...misplace one of their eggs is 
unheard of. First things first, though. I’m certain you want 
to know how you ended up in this form, right?” The big 
gargoyle waved a hand toward Tible, indicating his human 
body. 


Tible nodded quickly, hugging himself. 


“There is nothing to fear, little one,” Maelgwn assured. “It’s 
because you’re mated. Once your mate claimed you, it gave 
you the ability to change to human form during the day. It’s 
a safety mechanism. You can’t guard your mate if you’re 
asleep all day,” he said with a wink. 


Gus frowned. “I don’t need guarding.” 


Maelgwn chuckled. “Not all mates to gargoyles end up as 
large as you,” he pointed out. 


“Right,” Gus muttered thoughtfully. 


“The first change is always done the morning after your 
mating, and as you probably experienced, a bit painful,” 
Maelgwn stated. 


Tible cringed, remembering the searing heat and shards of 
pain that had swept through his body and limbs. “Yeah,” he 
whispered. “Can I—Can I change back?” 


“Yes,” Maelgwn assured. “You now have the ability to 
change back and forth at will. It’s probably very similar to 
shifting, so your mate can teach you.” 


“You can’t teach me?” Tible asked, then realized how rude 
that sounded and blushed. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to 
presume.” 


Instead of being irritated, Maelgwn smiled. “I can tell you 
what’s been told to me, but as I am not yet mated, I don’t 
have the ability to change.” 


“Oh.” Tible nibbled his lip for a second, then asked, “Will it 
always hurt?” He didn’t like the idea of going through that 
kind of torture, but he would if it meant being able to spend 
more time with his mate. 


“No, only the molt—where your body goes through the 
changes necessary to be guardian over your mate is 
painful. Now you can shift at will with no discomfort,” 
Maelgwn replied. 


Tible’s head swam with all this new information. He could 
turn into a human to guard over his mate during the day. 
Maelgwn called the transformation a molt. He no longer 
turned to stone. That was an odd bit. Since he’d been stone 
during the day all his twenty-six years, he wondered what 
he could do with all those extra hours. 


“There are a few more things to consider,” Maelgwn 
continued, pulling Tible out of his thoughts. 


“What?” he asked. There was more? 


“You must return to your natural form and roost at least 
once a week, or you will sicken, and your body will force 
the sleep,” Maelgwn warned. “Those who are mated in my 
clutch find it is best if they choose the time and place 
rather than falling prey to their bodies.” 


“That makes sense,” Tible said, nodding. “How do I get my 
body to roost if I’m no longer controlled by the sun?” 


“It is as simple as going to sleep while in your natural 
form,” the big gargoyle replied. 


That made sense, too, and Tible found himself nodding 
absently. 


“Now, will you tell me where you grew up?” Maelgwn 
asked. “Caspian said you were not raised by gargoyles, so 
who acted as your parents?” 


“I was raised by shifters in Utah,” he admitted, speaking 
softly. “I came here because they’d heard there seemed to 
be a lot of paranormals in the area and thought maybe I’d 
find gargoyles, too.” He nibbled his lip, then shrugged. “I 
wanted to learn more about my kind.” 


“An understandable desire,” Maelgwn said. “Do you know if 
your parents found you as an egg? Or if you were a 
hatchling?” 


“I was an egg. Why?” 


“Impressive,” he answered. “Most shifters wouldn’t know a 
gargoyle egg on sight.” He glanced around at the others in 
the room and added, “They look a lot like geode rocks.” 


“One of the shifters is a—she’s a raven,” Tible murmured. 


“A raven?” Declan questioned, his brows shooting up. At 
Tible’s nod, Declan said, “Raven shifters are rare. I’ve not 
seen one in a long, long time. Is her mate a raven, too?” 


After hesitating briefly, Tible shook his head. “No. Richard, 
my father, is a coyote. My mother is Petra.” 


“Ah, which pack did they settle with out there? The coyote? 
I’ve heard there’s a coyote pack in the mountains east of 
Salt Lake City,” Declan said. 


Tible could literally feel the blood drain from his face. “No, 
they’re not part of a pack. They both left because of 
persecution. I need to warn them that a coyote pack may be 
close,” he said, leaping to his feet. 


“How long have they been together?” Lark asked curiously. 
“Eighty-seven years,” he replied absently. “I’ll be back.” 


Without waiting for a response, he rushed from the study. It 
didn’t surprise him that Gus followed him down to the room 
they’d been sharing. His mate wrapped his arms around 
Tible from behind. “Baby, are you okay? What’s wrong?” 


The way those strong arms held him tight against Gus’s 
firm chest made Tible feel so safe, so secure. He peered 
over his shoulder at Gus, not at all surprised when Gus 
kissed him before he could answer. After Gus lifted his 
head, breaking the kiss, Tible answered his mate’s 
questions. “My parents hide from packs. They could be in 
danger if a pack of coyote shifters moved into the area. I 
want to warn them to be careful.” 


“Will you tell them about us, too?” Gus asked softly, 
whispering the words into his ear. 


“I'd like to,” Tible answered honestly. “If it’s okay with 
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you. 
“Absolutely,” Gus replied immediately. “Invite them out.” 


The impulsive statement surprised Tible, but considering 
how open Declan was, he figured it wasn’t a bad idea. 
Besides, it’d be nice to have his parents bring out some of 
his things like clothes and his iPod. Living as a gargoyle on 
the move hadn’t been conducive to actually taking any stuff 
with him. His tough skin made clothes unnecessary, and it 
wasn’t like he could rent a hotel room anyway. 


“Um, can I borrow your phone?” he asked, realizing he 
should have thought of that before heading downstairs. 


“Of course, baby,” Gus said. He pulled out the cell and 
handed it to Tible. “Did you...did you want me to leave?” he 
asked uncertainly. 


“No.” Tible twisted his head and kissed Gus’s neck. “I like 
being in your arms.” 


Gus grinned down at him, turning his handsome face into a 
gorgeous one. “Good.” 


Tible took the offered phone and dialed his home number. 
After the third ring, he wondered if his parents were even 
home. Then the line picked up and Richard’s breathless 
voice said, “Hello?” 


“Hi, Dad,” Tible said, a smile creasing his face at hearing 
his father’s voice. He tried to find a way to call them every 
few days, but with the excitement of finding his mate, Tible 
had forgotten. 


“Tible! How are you? Your mother’s been worried,” Richard 
said. He then yelled out to his wife, “Petra, Tible is on the 
phone!” 


The way Richard’s voice sounded muffled told Tible that his 
father had put his hand over the phone. 


He knew Richard’s words were code for I’ve been worried. 
Tible grinned. “I’m good—great, actually. Is mom there, 
too?” 


He heard a click and knew someone had picked up another 
line. Petra’s voice confirmed his suspicion that his mother 
now listened in as well. “I’m right here. Where are you? Are 
you still in Stone Ridge?” 


“Yeah, I—” He paused, trying to decide how to break it to 
his parents that he’d found a new home. 


“What is it, sweetheart?” Petra asked. “What’s wrong?” 


“Nothing,” he quickly assured. “It’s just, I met my mate— 
and I met another gargoyle. And so much has happened,” 
he finished lamely. 


His mother squealed excitedly. His father said, “I knew 
there would be gargoyles there, and one of them is your 
mate? That’s fantastic, son!” 


Tible held the phone away from his ear for a second and 
waited for his mother to calm down. Finally, he was able to 
get in a word. “No, my mate isn’t another gargoyle. He’s a 
shifter. A rhino shifter. His name is Gustav Hermance. 
He’s...” he paused and glanced over his shoulder to smile 
up at Gus. “He’s a good man. I already love him, and he 
loves me.” 


That announcement was met with silence for several 
seconds, then Petra said, “Oh, Tible, I-I’m glad you found 
your mate but, have you met his herd? Are they okay with a 
mixed mating?” 


“I have met them. They’re really nice. Even though my 
mate is a rhino, he’s living with a pack of wolves,” he told 
them. 


“Wolves?” his mother gasped, the fear evident in her tone. 


“Is that wise, son?” his father asked, his tone conveying his 
concern. 


He let out a sigh, sinking into Gus’s embrace when the man 
gave him a gentle squeeze. “Yes, Dad. I’m safe. They even 
moved me out of a deer hunting stand before they knew me 
so I wouldn’t get caught by hunters.” 


“What?” Petra shrieked. 


Okay, maybe that wasn’t the best thing to admit when his 
mom was already upset. He explained, “I didn’t know 
hunting season was starting the next day, and my mate had 
scented me and was looking for me. Gus and his friends 
found me and moved me to a Safe place. That’s how I met 
him the first time. Gus saved me...sort of.” 


Gus let out a low growl and nipped his neck, but there was 
no heat to the move and they both knew it. 


Before his parents could voice any more concerns, Tible 
hurried on to say, “There are other shifters in the wolf 
pack’s territory, too. A detective in Stone Ridge is a tiger, 
and his mate is an elephant, and there’s even a panther in 
the town nearby. The alpha and his mate adopted a 
daughter, and she’s a gazelle. Her name is Sara, and she’s 
real sweet.” He paused, then said, “I’d like you to come 
here soon and meet everyone. I think you'd like them.” 


“Wow, son,” Richard said. “That sounds like quite the 
menagerie. What’s this wolf alpha’s name?” 


“Declan McIntire,” Tible replied. “There’s a bunny shifter, 
too, and he’s mated to a vampire. They have friends here, 
so they stop by from time to time,” he said, excited to be 
sharing this with his parents. He hadn’t spoken to them in 
so long. 


“Vampires, too,” his mother stated. “Alpha Declan must 
truly be a unique man.” 


“He does seem to be,” Tible responded. “It was the vampire 
who found the gargoyle for me. I-I—” he paused for a 
second, then took the plunge. “After Gus claimed me...” His 
face warmed and he knew he was blushing at talking about 
sex, even in a round-about way, with his parents. “...I took 
on a human form. I didn’t know how it’d happened, so 
Declan had Caspian find a gargoyle for me to talk to. 
Maelgwn says once a mate has claimed the gargoyle, they 
go through a molt, which gives them the ability to look 
human and stay awake during the day. He says it’s so the 
gargoyle can protect their mate,” he finished, holding his 
breath, waiting for his parent’s response. 


His father was the first to respond. “That’s an amazing 
story, son. So, you have the ability to change into human 
form now?” 


“Yes. yw 


Gus nuzzled his neck, then began to massage the tense 
muscles there. Tible hadn’t even realized he’d tightened up 
so much. He wanted his parents to accept the changes that 
had taken place in his life. Sure, he wasn’t their child 
biologically, but they’d always been so open with their love 
for him. Tible didn’t want to lose that. 


“T’m very happy for you, Tible,” his mother finally replied. 
“I’m glad you’ve found a pack that accepts your mating.” 


“So, will you come out?” Tible asked hesitantly. 


“Of course, son,” Richard replied. “What’s Alpha Declan’s 
number? We’ll contact him for permission.” 


Tible’s brows lifted. Good thing someone thought ahead. 
“Yeah, uh,” he glanced over his shoulder. “What’s Declan’s 
number?” 


Gus rattled it off and Tible repeated it to his parents. 
“Tt’ll be a few weeks, but we’ll get out there,” Petra said. 
“There’s one more thing,” Tible said. 


“More news? I don’t know if I can handle more,” his mother 
teased. 


“Sorry,” Tible said. “I learned from Declan that there’s a 
coyote pack claiming territory east of Salt Lake City. I 
wanted to let you know.” 


“Ah, that explains some of the signs I’ve been seeing,” 
Richard commented. “Thank you for the warning, son.” 


Tible let out a sigh, letting his mate’s continued 
ministrations ease his stress almost as much as getting all 
the information out in the open to his parents. 


“We love you, sweetheart,” his mother told him. “We’ll talk 
again soon.” 


“Take care of yourself, son,” his father said. 


“I love you guys, too,” he said, then, after saying their 
good-byes, he hung up. 


After several minutes of silence, Gus murmured, “Are you 
ready to try to turn back into your gargoyle form, love?” 


Tible smiled and nodded. An evening flight sounded like a 
grand idea. 


It took about an hour, but finally, Tible was able to change 
back to his natural form, and to his relief, it didn’t hurt at 
all. 


Chapter Nine 
Gus grunted and rubbed his side. 


“Is your hip still bothering you?” Tible asked, clearly 
concerned. 


He smiled at his mate. “Nothing a hot shower won’t cure, 
I’m sure,” he said. 


He didn’t want to worry the gargoyle. They’d moved Tible 
into his little studio cottage, and over the course of the 
three weeks they’d been together, Gus discovered a 
protective streak in Tible a mile wide. It was nice to have 
someone worry about him for a change, but on the other 
hand, he didn’t really want to stress out his mate. Tible was 
under enough pressure, what with his parents coming to 
town in the next few days. Gus wanted to make a good 
impression on Tible’s parents. He’d seen how much his 
little mate loved and missed them, and Gus didn’t want 
something as trivial as a bit of a stitch in his side to 
overshadow their visit. 


Gus didn’t remember injuring himself at work, and with his 
shifter anatomy, he should have healed already, but his side 
had been bothering him for nearly a week now. It was only 
in the last day or so that Tible had begun to notice. Rising 
from the bed, he headed toward the bathroom. 


“Gus!” 


Tible’s gasp had him glancing over his shoulder at his 
mate. “Yeah, babe?” he asked. Taking in Tible’s wide eyes 
and open mouth, he turned back to the male. “What is it? 
What’s the matter?” 


The gargoyle bounded off the bed and rushed to Gus’s side. 
Confused, he stood still, watching his approach. Tible ran a 


couple fingers over his back and he flinched. “Easy,” he 
said. “That’s tender.” 


“It’s bruised,” Tible told him. He stared up into Gus’s face. 
“I didn’t hit you in my sleep or anything, did I?” 


Gus smiled and shook his head. “No, I would have felt 
that,” he assured. 


“Then what happened?” 


“I don’t know,” he admitted. He sighed, realizing he had to 
come clean with his mate. “It’s been bothering me for a 
while, now. I don’t remember getting hurt on the job, but I 
suppose I could have run into the scaffolding or something 
while I wasn’t paying attention.” 


“Maybe—Maybe you should have Lark take a look at you,” 
Tible said tentatively. 


Gus grimaced. He’d told his mate about his time with the 
scientists, and Tible knew going to a doctor was not 
something he wanted to do. 


“Please?” Tible pleaded. “What if something the scientists 
did compromised your healing abilities? We’d need to 
know.” 


He nodded. “Okay,” he conceded. “Give Lark a call while 
I’m in the shower. Set something up for this evening after 
work.” 


Tible nodded, and Gus slipped into his small bathroom. He 
turned the water on and stepped into the tub. Resting his 
head against the tile, he let the water soothe him. Lark was 
a good guy, and he didn’t mind hanging with him, but 
seeing the doctor in a professional capacity set off every 
one of his fears. Which made no sense, but that’s the way 
phobias were sometimes. 


After washing up, he got out and peered at himself in the 
mirror. Twisting around, Gus saw what had troubled Tible 
so much. Bruising was just beginning to form on the lower 
right side of his back, almost as if he’d been punched in the 
kidney. He sighed, admitting that he needed to get it 
checked out. 


He left the bathroom and dressed quickly. The aroma of 
bacon and eggs wafted across his little studio apartment, 
urging him to move faster, pain in his side be damned. 
Sitting at the little table, he gripped Tible’s hand and 
squeezed. “Hey, don’t look so worried,” he said. “I’ll be 
fine. You'll see.” 


“I just found you,” Tible said softly. “I can’t lose you now.” 


“You won't lose me,” Gus assured. He leaned over the table 
and pressed an all too brief kiss to Tible’s lips. He could 
easily get lost making out with his mate, but he didn’t have 
the time. For some reason, he’d been sleeping later than 
normal over the last week. Probably due to Tible’s 
enjoyment of the night, he reasoned. 


“Lark says to swing by after work,” Tible broached. “Want 
me to pick you up from work? Or meet you there?” 


“Tt’ll be dark by then, so if you don’t want to shift, you don’t 
have to,” Gus replied. He traced a couple fingers over the 
leathery, gray hide of his gargoyle. “You’re so handsome 
like this.” 


Tible smirked. “Are you saying I’m not handsome as a 
human?” 


Gus blushed at the teasing, knowing he’d walked right into 
that one. “You’re pretty as a human, not handsome,” he 
replied. 


Tible snorted and shook his head, but he didn’t bother 
replying. 


Grinning, Gus finished the last of his meal. “Thanks, babe. I 
was hungrier than I thought,” he admitted. He stood and 
took his plate to the sink. After rinsing it, he placed it in the 
dishwasher. He turned to start clearing the pans, but 
Tible’s slender arms wrapping around his waist distracted 
him. He glanced over his shoulder, giving his lover a fond 
smile. 


“T’ll take care of that,” Tible murmured. He stood on the 
tips of his taloned feet and lightly scraped his sharp teeth 
along the back of Gus’s neck. 


“If you don’t cut that out, I’ll be even later,” Gus said, 
moaning softly as his cock began to stir. The scent of 
arousal from his mate didn’t help either. 


Tible giggled, placed one last sucking kiss on Gus’s neck, 
and then stepped back. “I’m going to roost for a bit today, 
so if you call and don’t get an answer, don’t stress, ‘kay?” 


Gus nodded. Tible having the ability to roost whenever he 
wanted, as long as he did it often enough to keep himself 
rested, really simplified both their lives. Of course, the 
panic attack he’d had the first time he couldn’t get hold of 
Tible had been embarrassing. Gus had been on his lunch 
break and called home. He’d called three times over the 
course of thirty minutes, and when none of his messages— 
messages of increasing urgency, had been returned, Gus 
had left work and driven home like a mad man. 


He’d found Tible curled up in the corner of their studio 
apartment, the expression on his stone face peaceful. Gus 
had felt like an idiot when his mate had awakened that 
evening and he’d had to admit what had prompted the 


messages he’d left on Tible’s phone. Now, Tible always told 
Gus if he planned to roost while he was gone. 


After kissing Tible’s mouth one more time, Gus headed to 
work. 


Gus stared at the house through his windshield, giving 
himself a mental pep-talk. He really didn’t want to become 
a patient again, but knew if he blew off the appointment 
with Lark, the alpha and his mate would just come looking. 
Letting out a sigh, Gus shoved open the truck door and 
headed toward the house. 


Lark met him at the door and gave him an understanding 
smile. “Hey, Gus. Tible says you have some bruising on your 
back and you’re not sure how it happened. Does it hurt 
much?” 


Grimacing, Gus nodded. “Yeah,” he admitted. “My side’s 
been bothering me for almost a week, and sometimes I get 
a cramp or two in my gut, but this is the first time we’ve 
seen the bruising.” 


“Well, maybe you just smacked it,” Lark said reassuringly, 
leading Gus upstairs to one of the bedrooms set up as a 
hospital room. With Declan’s quest to hunt down all the 
scientists and free the kidnapped shifters, they’d needed a 
place to keep the injured while they recuperated. Declan 
had added a door halfway down the hall and then 
redesigned several rooms on the other side of it. 


He settled on the bed, the paper crinkling under his ass. He 
shuddered at the sound. Closing his eyes, he breathed 
slowly, getting his pulse back under control. When he 
looked around again, he saw Lark waiting patiently. 


He grimaced. “Sorry.” 


“It’s okay,” Lark assured. “I know how much you don’t like 
being here. Let’s start with something easy. Stand back up, 
take the shirt off, and show me the bruise,” he ordered. 


Grunting in acknowledgement, Gus obeyed. He turned 
around and whipped his shirt over his head. He shivered 
when Lark touched him, tracing around the area where he 
knew the bruise was. 


“Huh,” was all he said for several seconds. Lark gradually 
pushed more firmly, asking him how much it hurt in certain 
areas. He even moved his hand to Gus’s abs. Pressing on 
certain areas there had a surprised hiss of pain escaping 
Gus. 


“Have you felt this before?” he asked. Taking Gus’s hand, 
he twisted it behind him and over the center of the bruise. 


Gus’s fingers were just able to make out a bump under the 
skin. “Huh. What is it?” 


“Well, if I didn’t know better, I’d say your appendix is 
swollen, and that’s why you’ve been in pain,” Lark said. “I 
can run some tests to check.” 


“What happens if it is?” Gus asked, worry spiking through 
him. He turned around and caught Lark’s pensive 
expression. “What?” 


“In humans, it’s removed surgically before it can burst and 
kill the patient,” Lark admitted. 


“Oh,” he whispered. He swallowed, trying to get moisture 
to his suddenly dry throat. 


Lark rested his hand on Gus’s arm. “Let’s confirm that’s 
what it is first, okay?” 


Gus nodded, trying to wrap his head around what Lark was 
telling him. He’d never heard of a shifter getting 
appendicitis. “What do you need from me? Blood?” he 
asked, trying to hide another cringe. 


“I’m afraid so,” Lark replied. “And a urine sample. If those 
can’t give us a definitive answer, I’m going to send you to 
Ailean in Colin City to get an x-ray or an ultrasound.” 


“Right.” Gus took a deep breath and then let it out slowly. 
“Okay, let’s get this over with,” he muttered. 


Tible arrived right after Gus peed in a cup, and although he 
didn’t want to appear weak to his mate, it made him feel 
immeasurably better to hold the gargoyle’s hand while Lark 
was drawing blood. 


“How long will it take to find out?” Tible asked. He’d been 
just as shocked as Gus had been to learn what Lark thought 
the problem could be. 


“Not long. Maybe a day,” Lark replied. “It might be a good 
idea to take off work if the pain becomes too much.” 


Gus shook his head. If he didn’t have work to focus on, he’d 
go crazy wondering about his appendix. “I’ll be fine. If 
anything changes, you'll be the first to know,” he promised. 


Gus drove home, Tible sitting close to him. They held 
hands, but said little. When they got home, he wrapped up 
his worried lover in his arms. They curled up on the couch 
together, both needing the reassurance the physical 
contact would give them. Gus kissed his mate’s brow, then 
his jaw, and finally reached his lips. He slipped his tongue 
into Tible’s mouth, deepening the kiss and tasting his 
lover’s earthy, masculine flavor. 


Tible moaned and Gus swallowed the sound, feeding the 
gargoyle some of his own. Gus threaded his fingers into 
Tible’s white hair and held the man steady while he 
ravished his gargoyle’s mouth. The scrape of sharp teeth 
against his tongue only heightened his excitement. 


His cock went from soft to erect in seconds, pressing 
insistently against his jeans. He released Tible’s hair and 
gripped the smaller man’s waist. Pulling him onto his lap, 
Gus bucked up against Tible’s answering thickness. Tearing 
his mouth away from his lover’s, he growled. “I love this 
loincloth.” 


“Is that because it’s so easy to remove?” Tible teased as 
Gus did just that, revealing the gargoyle’s dark, blood- 
engorged shaft. 


“Exactly,” Gus said, grinning. 
“Now, let me help you,” Tible whispered. 


Gus let his mate slide off his lap. He watched with hooded 
eyes as Tible reached down and rubbed him through his 
jeans. Grunting, he bucked up into the touch. Pleasure 
sparked through his system, making him forget all about 
his pain and the problems it represented. 


Tible popped the buttons on his fly in one quick twist of his 
wrist. His dick sprang forward, the angry red cap revealed 
between the flaps. A tap from Tible’s hand told him to lift 
his hips and Gus obeyed. 


His lover gripped his erection, careful of his claws. When 
Tible’s mouth closed over the cap of his dick, Gus moaned 
loudly. Warm, wet heat enveloped the first couple inches of 
his cock and he struggled not to thrust up, letting his mate 
give him what he could. Gus knew he was the only one to 


get a blowjob from the gargoyle, and that knowledge made 
it that much better. 


Tible slowly jacked Gus’s stalk with his fist. He worked the 
bundle of nerves beneath his cap with his tongue, then 
dipped the sensitive appendage into his slit. It felt 
wonderful, but it wasn’t all he wanted. 


Tugging on Tible’s hair, Gus got his mate to look up at him. 
“Swing your ass up here, babe,” he slurred. “Gonna get you 
ready to ride me.” 


His mate released his cock, then zipped across the room to 
the nightstand. His breath coming in panting gasps, Gus 
watched the sexy naked gargoyle return to him, his hard 
penis bobbing with every step, in his hand a tube of K-Y 
lubricant. Tible’s foreskin, already pulled away from the 
head, revealed a glistening drop of pre-cum. 


Before Tible could get into position, Gus grabbed his mate’s 
arm to hold him steady. He leaned over and swiped his 
tongue over Tible’s cock head. He slurped up the tasty 
beads, dipping his tongue into the slit for more. Tible 
whimpered above him, his body shuddering. 


Pulling away from Tible’s dick, Gus urged him around so he 
could get at his mate’s ass. He groaned when he felt Tible’s 
lips wrap back around his cock. His grip tightened on the 
cheek he held for a second, then got himself under control, 
as much as possible anyway, while Tible was trying to suck 
his brains out through his dick. He poured a dollop of lube 
onto his fingers and slid two into his mate’s rectum. 


Tible mewled, sending vibrations through his dick. His balls 
pulled tight at the sensation, and Gus knew he wasn’t going 
to last much longer. He focused on opening up his mate, 
rubbing the gargoyle’s prostate with each pass, giving 
Tible something else to concentrate on. 


Tible pulled off Gus’s cock. His breath came in shaky pants 
and his body seemed to vibrate with his need. “I’m ready,” 
Tible said, grunting and rocking onto Gus’s fingers. 


“Now,” Gus responded. 


Watching Tible maneuver on the couch, straddling his lap, 
Gus felt his cock twitch as excitement coursed through him. 
Gus rested one hand on Tible’s hip, then held his dick 
steady against his mate’s entrance with the other. Tible 
rested his hands on Gus’s shoulders and slowly lowered 
himself onto his erection. 


Gus moaned as Tible’s rectum swallowed his cock, 
encasing it in tight heat. He dropped his bald head against 
the back of the couch and watched his mate through half- 
mast lids. Tible settled firmly onto his lap, then looked at 
him through his lashes. 


“Gods, you’re sexy,” Gus whispered. 


Tible smiled and leaned forward to press a soft kiss to 
Gus’s lips. “You make me feel that way.” 


Before he could say anything more, Tible lifted himself up 
and then dropped back down. 


“Tible!” Gus roared. 


His mate’s grin turned feral and he started a swift rhythm, 
lifting himself up and dropping back down. Tible’s thigh 
muscles flexed under Gus’s hands as he repeatedly impaled 
himself on his shaft. 


“Tible, oh gods, Tible. So good.” Gus bucked up, meeting 
his mate’s downward strokes. “Love how you feel.” 


“Your dick was made for my ass,” Tible snarled, picking up 
his pace. His brows furrowed in concentration and sweat 


dripped down his forehead. He hissed. “Gonna come, Gus.” 
“Yeah, squeeze my dick, Tible. Let me feel you.” 


Tible howled. His dick shot, painting Gus’s stomach and 
chest with his seed. The scent of Tible’s release filled Gus’s 
nostrils. His mate’s ass clenched rhythmically around his 
dick with each of Tible’s shots. The pressure and their 
combined scents went straight to Gus’s balls, and his cock 
exploded. 


Blissful pain-pleasure coursed through Gus’s system in 
waves as his semen coated his mate’s channel. Shuddering 
and shivering, Gus clutched his mate to his chest, holding 
him tight. Tible tucked his face against Gus’s neck and 
trembled in his arms. 


Letting out a sigh, Gus gently petted Tible’s wings, 
knowing how much the gargoyle liked that. They cuddled 
together, enjoying the endorphins from their release as 
their heart rates slowed and returned to normal. 


The time spent together was just what they needed to ease 
the stress of the day. Invariably, as they sat, Gus’s thoughts 
returned to Lark’s preliminary diagnosis. He’d never heard 
of a shifter getting ill like this before, but with the testing 
and chemicals the scientists had pumped into his body, Gus 
figured anything was possible. 


He nuzzled Tible’s neck and pressed sucking, open- 
mouthed kisses against his neck. “We need to take a 
shower,” he murmured. “Then do you want me to grill you a 
steak?” 


Tible lifted his head and nodded. The gargoyle smiled. 
“That sounds perfect.” 


A soft hiss escaped Tible as he lifted off Gus’s softening 
prick. Gus’s shaft twitched from the sensation, and he 
grinned at his penis’s renewed interest. Tible glared down 
at him, looking like a debauched angel with the way his 
wings blocked out the lamp light behind him and cast his 
face in shadow, combined with the white semen coating his 
gray abs and chest. “Don’t even think about it,” Tible 
muttered. 


Gus grinned up at the gargoyle. “What can I say? I can’t 
get enough of you.” 


Tossing a saucy look over his shoulder, Tible wiggled his 
ass at Gus as he headed toward the bathroom. His tail 
swung back and forth, giving Gus erotic glimpses of his 
flexing ass as he moved away from him. 


“Maybe I’m interested in your ass,” Tible teased. 


Getting to his feet, ignoring the ache in his side, Gus 
started after his mate. He reached him just as Tible 
stepped into the bathroom. He pinned the gargoyle to the 
wall and took his lips in a feral, tongue-twisting, toe-curling 
kiss. When they both needed air, Gus broke the lip-lock and 
purred against Tible’s lips, “You can have my ass anytime.” 


Tible gripped said ass tightly, giving Gus a light feel of his 
claws. “Then let’s hurry. After you feed me, I’m going fill 
you so good.” 


Gus groaned and pushed away. He turned the water on and 
pulled his mate into the shower, anticipating the fun to 
come. 


Chapter Ten 


Gus paused when he walked into Declan’s study, and Tible 
nearly ran into him. He scented his mate’s surprise and 
confusion. When Gus started moving again and Tible was 
able to see around him, his brow lifted when he saw the 
people in the room. He spotted Doctor Ailean Carmichael, 
the panther shifter who’d taken Gus’s X-rays at Colin City 
Hospital. Tible had hated seeing Gus so tense when Lark 
had told his mate that they’d needed to have them done to 
confirm his findings. It had taken all three of their presence 
yesterday to get Gus calm enough for them to do the 
procedure. 


Along with Ailean was Lark and Declan, but the biggest 
surprise was seeing Maelgwn’s seated form taking up one 
love seat. Tible felt Gus’s grip tighten, and he glanced up at 
the big shifter. Gus gave him a worried look, and Tible 
knew they were wondering the same thing. Does the 
gargoyle have more news to share with us? 


“Have a seat, Gus, Tible,” Lark said, giving him a 
reassuring smile. 


Gus eased onto the couch, and Tible noticed how he turned 
to keep the pressure off his right side. Over the last couple 
of days, Tible knew Gus’s pain had increased, making it 
difficult to sit in certain chairs or even sleep on his back. 
He had tried to get him to call into work that morning, but 
Gus had assured him that he needed something to occupy 
his mind other than this meeting. 


Wanting to get down to it, Tible asked, “Is it what you 
thought, Lark? Is it appendicitis?” 


Gus tensed next to him, so Tible grabbed his hand, offering 
support. 


Lark glanced around at the other men, then shook his head. 
“Actually, no,” he said. He glanced at Maelgwn then, 
refocused on Gus, and blushed. “First, I want to apologize 
for asking Maelgwn to join us, but as it turns out, he can 
help us.” Lark licked his lips and said, “Gus, when I 
compared your blood work with tests taken in the past, I 
found a new component that I recognized as coming from 
your mate.” 


Gus nodded. “That makes sense.” His mate glanced at him, 
and he must have noticed Tible’s confusion, for he said, “To 
complete our mating, I bit you just as you bit me.” 


Tible nodded. “Okay.” 


Lark leaned forward. His hands folded together and resting 
on his knees, he said, “I’d never seen these kinds of 
changes, since it looked like bonding with Tible changed 
your DNA.” 


“What?” Gus asked. 


Tible paled. Had bonding with his mate injured him in some 
way? 


“Och, put them out of their misery, Lark,” Declan muttered. 
He leaned forward and added, “In a word, Gus, yer 
pregnant.” 


Gus frowned. Tible blinked. 
“What?” 
“Excuse me?” 


They both spoke at the same time. Tible looked at Gus and 
met his mate’s gaze. The man was just as confused as Tible 
was. Tible found his voice first. “How is this possible? He’s 
aman!” 


Lark looked at Ailean, who lifted a shoulder and said, “That 
fact threw us, too.” The shifter smirked and pointed toward 
the gargoyle leader. “It’s why we contacted Maelgwn. He 
recognized your symptoms.” 


“Symptoms?” Gus asked, his brows furrowing. 


Maelgwn nodded. “The pain in your side. The swelling and 
tenderness. The bruising.” He pointed at the cup of brown 
liquid on the coffee table. “Drink that. It will ease the pain 
and lower the swelling. The bruise...is not actually a 
bruise,” he continued. “It’s an indicator that tells the 
couple how soon the egg will be ready to be laid.” 


“Egg,” Tible mumbled. His mate’s body was forming an 
egg. A gargoyle egg. How was this possible? 


Gus rubbed a palm over his bald head, clearly agitated. 
“But I’m a man,” he murmured. “How do you explain that?” 


Tible grabbed Gus’s hand, holding it tight, trying to soothe 
his mate through the contact. Never in his wildest dreams 
would Tible have thought this would happen. “Please,” he 

said to the other gargoyle. “How is this possible?” 


Maelgwn grimaced and rubbed a brow ridge, obviously 
searching for the words. “Gargoyles are male. All of them,” 
he started slowly. “We’re an inherently bisexual race and 
welcome mating with males and females. If a gargoyle 
mates with a female, it’s obviously easier, but we can breed 
either way. Our saliva will trigger a reaction in our mate’s 
genes that make it possible for a male to carry our child,” 
he explained. 


“Why the hell didn’t you say something sooner?” Tible 
roared, leaping to his feet. 


His dark blue skin hid it if he blushed, but Maelgwn still 
had the good grace to look sheepish. “I’m sorry, Tible. I 
made a bad assumption.” The gargoyle leaned forward, 
picked up the indicated mug and held it out to Gus. 
“Really,” he urged, “Drink this. It will help.” 


“What assumption?” Gus asked, frowning. He took the cup 
even as he urged Tible to sit back down. 


Maelgwn waited until Gus had taken a sip of the tea before 
he eased back in his own seat and said, “When I first came, 
Tible was in human form, which told me that you, Gus, 
fucked him. I took one look at your sizes and assumed it a... 
more permanent arrangement.” Maelgwn grimaced. “It 
never occurred to me that you bottomed as well.” 


“We like to switch,” Gus muttered, his cheeks heating. 


Maelgwn nodded. “I understand that now,” he said. “But 
the fact is, because Tible fucked you after he bit you, you 
run the risk of pregnancy.” He suddenly shook his head and 
stared at them in awe. “I understand this is a shock, but 
you have no idea how many gargoyles would love to be in 
your position. I already told you once that breeding 
between gargoyles is rare. What I didn’t say was that three 
quarters of those births are girls. That means they’re not 
gargoyles, although we love them just as much. Males are 
born from eggs. We know almost instantly whether our 
child will be male or female.” 


Gus and Tible exchanged a look. “What is ours?” 


Ailean gave them a smile. “You have an egg forming inside 
you, Gus. You’re going to have a boy.” 


The very idea that they’d have anything still hadn’t sunk in, 
but now they knew exactly what it, or rather he, would be. 
Gus’s breathing sped up, jerking Tible’s focus back to his 


mate. Gus was staring at him, his eyes wide, and his mouth 
open as he tried to suck in enough air. Tible grabbed the 
back of his mate’s neck and gently urged his head between 
his knees. 


“Just breathe,” he ordered softly. For several scary minutes, 
he crooned nonsense to his mate, reassuring him and 
pressing light kisses to his scalp. Finally, Gus’s breathing 
slowed, and Tible asked, “Are you okay?” 


Gus lifted his head and stared into Tible’s eyes. “We’re 
going to have a baby, aren’t we?” 


Tible nodded. “Yeah. Yeah, I guess we are.” He nibbled his 
lip and tears formed in his eyes. “I’m sorry, Gus,” he said. “I 
didn’t mean to do this. I didn’t know.” 


His mate lifted a big hand and cupped his jaw. One thumb 
wiped away the tear that threatened to track down his 
cheek. “I know, baby.” He pressed a chaste kiss to Tible’s 
lips. “I know.” Gus straightened, took a deep breath, then 
let it out slowly. He looked across the study at Maelgwn. 
“This baby, this little boy, is mine and Tible’s. We’re not 
giving him up.” 


Gus’s words were firm, sure, and didn’t welcome argument. 
Tible didn’t say anything, just threaded his fingers through 
his mate’s. He didn’t want to argue. He felt the same way. 
They might have made this baby unwittingly, but that didn’t 
mean they wouldn’t love him. 


For a second, Maelgwn gave him and Gus searching looks, 
then a warm smile crossed his firm mouth. He almost wore 
a look of pride as he peered at them. “I’m glad to hear it.” 


Gus smiled at Tible and hugged him close. He looked at the 
other gargoyle, Tible’s head still resting on Gus’s chest. 


“Will there be complications? How does it work with him 
being a man? When will our baby be due?” 


“All excellent questions,” Maelgwn stated. “The first thing 
you need to know is that your appendix is working as your 
womb.” 


“That’s why it has similarities to appendicitis,” Lark stated. 


“Yes,” the gargoyle leader confirmed. “His appendix really 
is swelling, but it won’t rupture and poison him. Instead, 
once the egg reaches about eight inches long and five 
inches in diameter, it will be expelled through your 
rectum.” 


“Oh,” Gus murmured, his complexion paling. 


Maelgwn nodded. “I can tell from your expression that 
you’ve guessed correctly. It will be an extremely 
uncomfortable four to eight hours.” 


“Four to eight?” Tible muttered the question, trying to 
wrap his mind around this news. He turned to Gus. “Gods, 
I’m sorry.” 


Gus shook his head. “You didn’t know, Tible. Besides, how 
do you know that somewhere down the line, even knowing 
what my body would have to go through, we wouldn’t 
decide to try to have a kid anyway?” He winked. “Cornelius 
loves kids. He’s going to be jealous.” 


Tible giggled, remembering the flamboyant shifter at the 
Halloween party. He’d gotten to know the small rhino 
shifter quite a bit since then, and one of Cornelius’s 
favorite past-times was to stop at Cliff and Lisa’s home and 
play with their newborn cub, Abigail. 


“Maybe we should make him the godfather,” Tible 
commented. 


Gus grinned. “Yeah? He’d like that.” 


Maelgwn cleared his throat, drawing their attention back to 
him. His amused expression proved he wasn’t upset. “Now, 
the only complication I’ve ever heard of was the egg 
getting stuck during laying. To avoid that, I think you 
should stay in the hospital to be monitored as soon as the 
process begins.” 


The blue gargoyle didn’t seem to notice the blood drain 
from Gus’s face, but Tible did. He pressed close to his 
mate’s side, listening as Maelgwn continued. 


“If you run into a problem, Ailean and Lark will be on hand 
to operate.” He smiled. “Don’t worry. I’ve only seen that 
happen once in the seven hundred years I’ve lived.” 


“Seven hundred years? Just how old do you guys get?” 
Ailean asked. His amazed tone mirrored the looks Tible saw 
on the other’s faces. 


Tible figured he should feel amazed too, but now, he still 
felt overwhelmed. He knew he wasn’t the only one, because 
Gus didn’t bat an eyelash at the news either. They had a lot 
of feelings to work through, and Tible knew from his mate’s 
reaction that they’d do it together. Tible smiled as he zoned 
out for a few seconds. Gus would make an excellent father. 
The other gargoyle clearing his throat refocused his 
attention. 


Maelgwn’s brow ridges shot up as he took in their 
expressions. “Average for a gargoyle is two millennia,” he 
admitted. “You didn’t know that?” 


“No,” Declan answered. “For shifters, it’s about a quarter 
that.” 


“Oh, right,” Maelgwn said, looking around at them all. 


Tible shook his head. That just wasn’t important right now. 
“How will we know when the egg is due to be laid, and how 
long does it take for the egg to hatch?” 


“On average, it takes three months for the egg to be 
formed and ready to be laid. Then another three months for 
the egg to double in size and hatch.” 


“The egg grows? How does it do that? I thought eggs were 
hard,” Tible stated. His parents had told him how his own 
egg was hard and he’d hatched a few weeks later. 


“When the gargoyle egg is laid, it comes out with a soft, 
leathery skin,” Maelgwn explained. “This allows the skin to 
stretch as the baby develops. A month before hatching, the 
skin firms up, then once the baby is ready to hatch, he will 
grow restless, and at some point, his wing bones will break 
through the thinned shell wall.” 


Tible felt his mind begin to shut down with all the 
information. It was a lot to remember! 


Gus raised his hand. “A quick question,” he said. “How do I 
keep from getting pregnant again?” He patted Tible’s hand 
with his free one and smiled. “As exciting as having a child 
is with you, I think I may need to take a break before the 
next one.” 


Everyone in the room chuckled. 


“There is a very accessible spice that counter-acts a 
gargoyle’s semen,” Maelgwn explained. He grinned. 
“Cinnamon.” 


Tible snorted. “Looks like cinnamon toast for breakfast for 
you every morning,” he teased. 


Grinning, Gus shrugged. “I certainly won’t complain about 
that.” 


“Okay,” Maelgwn stated, rising from his seat. “Take off your 
shirt, Gus.” 


Gus exchanged a look with Tible, then rose. “Why?” 


“So I can tell you how much longer you’re going to be 
carrying,” the big gargoyle teased. 


Gus stripped off his shirt and turned away from the man, 
presenting his back. 


Maelgwn motioned for Tible to join him. “See this nearly 
white patch of skin in the middle?” 


The other gargoyle took hold of Tible’s hand and pressed it 
gently to the center. 


“You can’t really feel it yet, but in another couple weeks, 
you'll be able to feel the egg. When the egg is the right size 
to be laid, the pale circle in the middle will be about two 
inches in diameter and you'll feel the curve of the egg. 
When his appendix is ready to expel the egg to pass 
through his rectum, the circle surrounding the white skin 
will turn from green to red as it flushes with blood. Within 
twenty-four hours, he’ll go into, well...male labor.” 


Tible felt horrible for the pain he knew his mate was going 
to go through. He bit his lip and whispered, “So, another 
month, then?” 


“Yes. 5 


Tible’s phone rang, and he picked it up absently, still in awe 
of everything he’d been told. “Hello?” 


His mother’s voice came through the phone. “Hey, 
sweetheart. We just got into town. Are you home?” 


Chapter Eleven 


He was in hell. That was the only way Gus could describe 
it. His abdomen felt like it was clasped in a vice—one that 
moved, and pulsed, and flexed and released. Curled into a 
fetal position on the hospital bed, he was doing everything 
he could to hold the cries inside. He didn’t want to make 
Tible feel any worse than he already did. It wasn’t his 
mate’s fault this had happened. 


Lark handed Gus a couple of pills and a glass of water. 
“These will help,” he promised. Since the egg was no 
longer pulling nutrients from his body, he could have them. 
Good thing Ailean and Lark had managed to come up with 
a pain-relief pill that worked with a shifter’s anatomy 
instead of the body burning it up within half an hour. 


Gus grunted his thanks, took the offered pain-killers, and 
then settled back on the bed, letting his eyes slide closed. 


Tible’s parents stood on the other side of his bed. Gus knew 
that. They’d been incredibly supportive. Petra had 
repeatedly squealed and gasped, and hugged them both. 
She’d insisted on learning to make the special tea Maelgwn 
had given him, and she’d had it on hand twenty-four seven. 
It had been years since his own mother had been that 
attentive to his needs—not since he came out at fourteen. It 
was nice. He smiled. 


“How are you feeling?” Tible murmured, eying him 
critically. 


Gus focused on his mate. “Surviving,” he replied. 
Tible lifted a brow. “You’re smiling,” he pointed out. 


“Yeah.” He turned his head just enough so he could see 
Petra. “Nice to be cared about. Haven’t had that in a long, 


long time. Like it.” Damn, those pills worked fast! It had to 
be the pain-killers loosening his tongue for him to say that 
stuff out loud. 


An amused Richard patted his arm and grinned. “Don’t 
worry, son. We’re here for you.” 


He giggled, actually giggled. Gus shook his head, trying to 
get some semblance of control. Tible pressed a kiss to 
Gus’s forehead. “Maybe you'll be closer to six hours instead 
of eight hours,” he said hopefully. 


“Well, if it’s only eight hours, I think you should count your 
blessings,” Tible’s mother stated. “When I had Peter, I was 
in labor for sixteen hours.” 


Tible grinned. “How’s Peter doing, anyway?” 


Tible’s parents then launched into detailed stories about 
how Tible’s siblings were doing. Gus knew they were only 
doing it to distract him, and he really appreciated it. Peter 
was Tible’s older brother by twenty years. Gracie was his 
older sister by forty-five years. Even though they had both 
been out of the home by the time Tible came along, they 
were still close. They’d come home and helped care for 
Tible a time or two when Richard and Petra wanted to go 
on an adult vacation. 


Although they couldn’t get to Stone Ridge for the egg- 
laying, both Gracie and Peter assured Tible that they would 
come after the gargoyle hatched. Gus was excited to meet 
them. All of Tible’s family had been nothing but nice. 
They’d even taken a shine to Cornelius, who happily ate up 
the attention and returned the affection ten-fold. 


A commotion in the hallway caught Gus’s attention, and his 
shifter hearing made out his friend’s indignant words. 


“What do you mean, you can’t let me in? I am his best 
friend! Where is Gus? I demand to see him before surgery.” 


That was what the nurses thought Gus was there for— 
surgery. Gus cringed, pleased that it wasn’t the truth. 


“T’m sorry, Sir,” a harried female replied. “But without 
permission from the family, I can’t let you in to see him.” 


“T am family!” 


Gus tugged Tible’s bronzed, human arm. “You’d best go get 
him. Otherwise, he’ll make a scene.” 


Tible giggled and rolled his eyes. “Don’t I know it?” 


He laughed until the movement sent a spike of tension 
through his abdomen, then he grunted and let out his 
breath through his teeth. 


Tible gave him a worried look. “Be right back,” he 
promised. 


To take his mind off his problems, Gus rolled over and 
faced Richard and Petra. “I can’t wait to see what he’s 
wearing,” he said. “I was fifteen and got into a fight with 
another boy at school. They were insulting Cornelius, and I 
stepped between them just as one kid threw a punch. It 
broke my nose and I was taken to the hospital before my 
parents could get there and stop them.” He smirked at the 
memory. “Cornelius showed up in drag and pretended to be 
my sister.” He chuckled. “He made a pretty convincing 
woman, actually.” 


An indignant huff from the doorway caught Gus’s attention. 
Looking that way, he spotted Cornelius scowling at him. 
“You told me you weren’t going to tell anyone that story.” 


Gus grinned. “No, I didn’t. You asked me not to, and I said, 
hell no,” he replied, remembering the incident with fond 
amusement. 


“Whatever,” Cornelius huffed. He looked Gus over from 
head to toe, or he would have if the sheet hadn’t been 
covering most of him. Creeping forward, his fingers 
twisting together and his expression concerned, he asked, 
“How are you feeling?” 


“Okay,” he responded, surprised that it was the truth. His 
friends and family surrounded him, and he felt more 
pressure than pain. He was uncomfortable, sure, but he’d 
never felt more loved. “TIl be fine,” he vowed. 


“T’m glad to hear that,” Ailean stated, striding into the 
room and closing it behind him. He glanced around at 
everyone and grinned. “I’m going to need some help 
getting Maelgwn in here. I’d like him to be here to monitor 
things.” 


Gus watched everyone stand and follow Ailean out of the 
room. Tible kissed his lips and promised to be right back, 
then he left, too. Fifteen minutes later, a massive form in a 
long, black trench coat and a black hat pulled low over his 
forehead slipped into his room. When he looked up, Gus 
spotted the big gargoyle’s dark blue face and toothy grin. 


“Hello there, how are you feeling?” 


Gus snorted. “If you’re ever in this position, let me know. 
rll drop by and ask you that exact same thing, then you'll 
know how asinine it sounds.” 


Maelgwn laughed, his deep rumbling chuckles echoing 
through the room. 


“Mmm, now doesn’t that sound pleasant,” Cornelius 
crooned as he sauntered back into the room. The muscular 
rhino didn’t even reach the gargoyle’s shoulders when he 
pressed close and crooned. “You must be the alpha 
gargoyle Gus and Tible told me so much about.” 


“Did they?” Maelgwn purred back, his gaze roving boldly 
over Cornelius’s skin tight black jeans, black cowboy boots, 
and sparkly green shirt. He shifted his gaze to Tible and 
smirked. “And what did they say?” 


Gus chortled. “We told him what a sexy fucker you are fora 
giant,” he replied, trying to fight back laughter he knew 
was caused by the damn pain-killers. 


Tible smiled indulgently and patted Gus’s hand. 


“I—” Maelgwn paused and frowned. He gripped Cornelius’s 
shoulder and ducked his head down to smell him. “Who 
have you been speaking with?” he whispered. 


The dark-haired man frowned and shook his head. “Bobby 
Truman. He’s such a sweet human, but he has atrocious 
taste in men,” Cornelius stated, waving his hand to 
emphasize his point. His gaze met Gus’s and he shook his 
head. “He has another black eye,” he added, as if that 
explained everything. 


And to anyone who knew Bobby, it really did. The cute 
green-eyed human was the epitome of a gay man, and 
seemed to attract large, dominant, brutes. They often 
chatted at the club and he danced with their mutual friend 
Raul on occasion, but since he wasn’t the mate of any of 
them, the human still remained oblivious to the shifter 
world. 


“Black eye?” Maelgwn growled. “You mean...” He didn’t 
need to add anything to that question. 


Cornelius nodded. “Yeah. His current boyfriend is a real 
douche bag,” he said, his lip curling in disgust. 


“So, you know this man,” Maelgwn murmured. “He’s a 
human?” 


Realization dawned on Gus, and his jaw dropped. Evidently, 
he wasn’t the only one with those thoughts, because Tible 
asked, “You think Bobby’s your mate?” 


Maelgwn nodded. “Yeah. I’m pretty sure.” 


Gus knew what it felt like to have to track down a way-ward 
mate. He glanced toward Tible, licked his lips, then 
returned his focus to the big gargoyle. “Once I’m out of 
here, IIl help you with him.” 


“Me, too,” Tible instantly responded. 
“And me,” Cornelius added. 


Before anyone could say any more, a shot of pain tore up 
along Gus’s tailbone. “Shit!” he hissed, clenching his eyes 
closed. 


“Don’t fight it,” Maelgwn instructed, instantly at his side. 
“This is just like a woman giving birth. If your body wants 
to push, then you do it,” he ordered. 


Gus obeyed. Even though it seemed like the most unnatural 
thing in his mind, he pushed. He felt the pressure shift, 
moving through him, and he prayed that there was only one 
egg floating through his system. 


Lark and Ailean appeared in his peripheral vision carrying 
a steaming basin and numerous towels. “Okay, everyone 
out but Maelwgn and Tible,” Lark commanded. 


He should have felt bad about Lark’s instruction, since they 
were all there to support him. Instead, all he felt was relief. 
Gus didn’t want an audience for this, and he didn’t care 
what women did when they gave birth. 


Panting and heaving, Gus continued to push as he felt the 
pressure move in his abdomen. He let out a sob of pain as 
the egg finally hit his guardian muscle and stretched it 
beyond any normal proportions. With a roar, he gave one 
last heave. Then the feeling was gone. His breath came in 
panting gasps as his eyes popped open. 


He watched Lark lift something and clean it with a cloth 
while Ailean cleaned Gus. He’d feel embarrassed, but since 
his entire body was covered in sweat and every muscle felt 
stretched like wet noodles, he figured it was a moot point. 
His eyes slipped to half-mast as exhaustion crashed over 
him like a tidal wave. Before he could pass out, Lark 
stepped close and handed him a bundle. 


Gus looked down and found himself staring at an egg. It 
was mottled green and brown. He lifted a hand and stroked 
a couple fingers over the surface, finding it bumpy and 
warm, with a little bit of give. Tears sprang to his eyes and 
he looked up at Tible. “Our son is in here,” he whispered. 


Tible grinned down at him with an unmistakable look of 
pride and awe. “Look at that,” he whispered. He lovingly 
touched the egg encasing their son, a grin spreading over 
his features. Tible leaned down and gave Gus a deep, 
thorough kiss. “Guess we need to start thinking about 
names, huh?” he teased. 


After meeting his mate’s gaze for a second, Gus looked 
down at the egg again. He held it gently, reverently, anda 
swell of love crashed over him for his un-hatched gargoyle 
boy. “Yeah. Yeah, we will,” he murmured. 


He looked up and saw the happy expressions on the other 
four males in the room, and grinned back at them. “Thank 
you. All of you,” Gus said, knowing his words of gratitude 

could never express what was in his heart. 


“You’re welcome,” Maelgwn replied. He winked. “PlU be 
cashing in that favor soon enough, I’m sure.” 


Gus laughed, but he knew how true that statement was. 
Tible sat down on the bed beside him, wrapped an arm 
around Gus’s shoulders, and stared with love down at them 
both. “I guess it’s time to introduce junior to the others, 
huh?” 


Nodding, Gus smiled up at his mate. “Yeah.” He looked 
toward Lark. “Invite the rest of the family in.” 
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